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FOBEWOBD. 

I  spread  no  rich  and  sumptuous  feast, 

With  mighty  thoughts  and  words  of  power; 

Nor  the  fine  humour  which  at  least 
Might  fill  with  charm  an    idle  hour. 

Yet  many  years  perhaps  have  taught 

Expression  plain  for  simple  thought. 

I  faint  in  the  ambrosial  air, 
That  breathes  rich  melody  around; 

The  dulcet  lutes  are  my  despair, 
Upon  Parnassian  slopes  that  sound. 

They  tempt  me  far  away  to  fling 

My  jangling  harp,  and  cease  to  sing. 

The  wondrous  web  of  woven  words, 

Shot  through  the  woof  of  subtlest  thought, 

Like  green  and  golden  glancing  birds 

Through  forest  foliage,  splendour-fraught, 

Down  floating  from  that  hopeless  height, 

Send  imcense-clouds  of  vague  delight. 
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FOREWORD 

My  scant-stringed  lyre  hath  diverse  moods, 

And  each  the  other  follows  fast : 
Some  newer  aspect  still  intrudes, 

And  seems  to  contradict  the  last. 
It  is  not  given  me  to  say 
To-morrow  what  I  said  to-day. 

But  truth  in  each  together  binds 

The  bundle  to  a  common  end; 
And  if  no  sympathy  it  finds 

Abroad,  the  world  is  still  my  friend. 
So,  since  these  thoughts,   unheeding  friend  or 

foe, 
Crave  for  some  utterance,  I  let  them  go. 
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In  Memoriam. 

PRINCE  ALBERT. 

1862. 

Say  not  that  he  is  dead ! 
Say  rather  that  he  never  lived  till  now, — 
Now  when  his  arm  is  stiff,  and  pale  his  brow; 

Now,  when  the  ranks  he  led 

So  calmly  in  the  strife 
With  ignorance,  vice,  and  all  the  ills  of  life, 
Surround  the  standard  of  their  fallen  chief, 
And  seek  the  fight  again  in  silent  grief. 

Believe  not  he  is  dead! 

Not  though  a  nation  mourns  for  him ;  not  though 
A  royal  house  for  him  is  plunged  in  woe ; 

Not  though  his  princely  head 

Lies  levelled  with  the  dust: 
For  now  his  name  is  given  to  us  in  trust: 
And  now  the  life  which  most  his  soul  would 

crave 
Begins  when  England  consecrates  his  grave. 

This  is  true  life  alone: 

To  burst  Death's  gate  rejoicing,  and  to  know 
The  meaning  of  the  dream  that  passed  below; 

Or,  from  an  earthly  throne 

To  rise  to  that  calm  height, 
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PRINCE  ALBERT 

Where  the  clear  radiance  of  a  heavenly  light 
Proclaims  the  mystery  solved,  the  secret  read : — 
Such  life  is  his : — dream  not  that  he  is  dead. 

Who  live  upon  this  earth? 

Who  but  the  great,  whom  Death  with  loyal  hand 
Hath  crowned  for  us,  true  kings,  serene  and 
grand, — 

Whose  memories  make  all  worth 

More  worthy  in  men's  eyes; 
Whose  names,  to  all  men  sacred,  all  men  prize? 
So  prized,  so  sacred,  Albert's  shall  be  kept, 
For  whom  a  noble  Queen  and  mighty  nation 
wept. 


ALEXANDRA. 

On  the  marriage  of  the  Princs  of  Wales. 
(Southern  Monthly  Magazine,  July,  1863  J 

A  convoy  sailed  across  the  sparkling  main ; 

A  fair  swift  vessel,  shooting  o'er  the  wave, 
With  great  war-steamers  rushing  in  her  train: — 

Who  rides  upon  the  deep  in  state  so  brave  ? 
Daughter  of  sea-kings ;  bride  of  England 's  heir ; 
She  comes,  the  sceptre  of  the  sea  to  share. 

Implacable  and  fierce,  her  fathers  strove 
The  island  race  to  plunder  and  oppress: 

She  comes,  with  looks  of  gentleness  and  love, 
That  island  race  to  smile  upon  and  bless. 

And  mighty  keels  are  with  her  on  the  deep, 

Who  shall  molest  whom  England's  squadrons 
keep! 

Swiftly  she  glides  across  the  favouring  sea : 
The  huge  hulks  strain  behind  or  press  before : 

The  curling  waves  dash  lightly  on  the  lee 
And  bear  her  blithely  to  the  island  shore, 

Where  English  Thames,  impatient  and  elate, 

Believes  reluctant  ocean  of  his  freight. 

Then,  through  the  arches  of  the  vaulted  sky, 
From  startled  earth  pealed  to  the  heavens 
above, 
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ALEXANDRA 

A  simultaneous,  loud,  triumphal  cry, 

A  nation's  voice  of  loyalty  and  love. 
And  thus,  amidst  the  guns'  resounding  roar, 
Is  Alexandra  welcomed  to  the  shore. 

Welcome,  Oh!  Alexandra,  to  thy  home! 

Our  eyes  have  strained  to  see  our  Princess  come : 

Our  wishes  have  demanded  of  the  tide 

Our  Alexandra,  Albert  Edward's  bride: 

Our  hearts  have  bounded  to  the  cannon's  roar 

That  told  thy  foot  had  rested  on  our  shore : 

And  fairer  now  thy  living  presence  seems, 

In  all  our  eyes  than  fancy's  fondest  dreams. 

All  queenly  gifts  hath  Nature  made  thine  own: 

The  quiet  dignity  to  grace  a  throne; 

Calm  brow  that  marks  the  sov'reignty  of  mind, 

And  aspirations  high,  and  soul  refined : 

Soft  womanhood,  that  round  some  prop  will  twine ; 

Who  but  a  king  should  be  the  stay  of  thine? 

The  sweet  simplicity  which,  where  it  comes, 

Makes  gilded  halls  as  dear  as  cottage  homes; 

And  the  true  heart  that  never  fails  to  find 

The  secret  bands  that  link  all  human  kind. 

Come,   Princess,   come;   in  thy  bright  beauty's 

right, 

To  every  English  heart  a  fresh  delight. 
No  nursling  thou  of  lands  whose  sunny  skies 
Pour  languid  softness  into  beauty's  eyes; 
Where  strength  of  soul  dissolves  in  fairy  bowers, 
'Mid  liquid  melodies  and  fragrant  flowers. 
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ALEXANDRA 

No !  Thou  wert  born  beneath  another  sky, 

And  strength  is  joined  with  sweetness  in  thine 

eye. 

Thou  wilt  not  shudder  in  our  English  air, 
Which  now  salutes  thee  for  a  lady  fair, 
And  noble  Princess  worthy  to  command 
The  stern  devotion  of  a  northern  land. 
Shall  not  ten  thousand  swords,  if  need  there  be, 
Flash  in  the  air  between  all  wrong  and  thee? 
The  hearts  and  hands  of  England  are  thine  own ; 
Thou  latest  grace  to  Queen  Victoria's  throne. 
Oh!  when  that  royal  lady's  star  shall  set; 
— The  brightest   England's   line   hath   seen   as 

yet. — 

To  thee  may  heaven  propitiously  transfer 
The  choicest  blessings  it  hath  showered  on  her. 
Long  live  our  Prince;  and  long  his  lovely  Dane 
Live  to  give  lustre  to  his  happy  reign! 
Long  may  life's  sunshine  laugh  upon  thy  brow, 
And  long  thy  heart's  young  freshness  bloom,  as 

now, 

Now,  when  we  claim  thee,  with  exulting  pride, 
Our  Alexandra,  Albert  Edward's  bride. 

Our  hearts  pulsate  with  England's,  England's 
voice 

Rings  like  a  clarion  o'er  her  subject  seas, 
Bidding  her  sons  in  far-off  lands  rejoice. 

We  seem  to  catch  her  plaudits  on  the  breeze; 
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ALEXANDRA 

We  seem  to  hear  her  camion's  distant  roar; 
And  answer  as  we  may  from  our  far  shore. 

Our  eyes  have  not  beheld  that  gentle  face 
That  smiled  its  way  to  every  English  heart ; 

Yet  well  we  deem  her  robed  with  every  grace 
That  fancy  asks  to  fill  a  queenly  part. 

We  hail  her,  bride  of  England's  princely  heir, 

And  ask  all  blessings  on  the  royal  pair. 
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DIES  MEMORABILIS. 

20th  June,  1897. 
(From  the  N.Z.  Herald.) 

Watch  well  the  gates  of  sunrise,  lest  the  dawn 
Find  none  to  greet  her  when  the  night  is  gone. 
Let  not  one  moment  of  this  pregnant  day 
Slip  undischarged  of  its  due  freight  away. 
Too  briefly  must  its  herald  hours  proclaim 
Full  sixty  years'  accumulated  fame; 
Since  a  girl's  foot  ascended  England's  throne, 
And  a  girl's  grace  made  England's  heart  her 
own. 

Let  various  zeal  the  day's  design  maintain; 
Let  pageantry  and  pomp  draw  forth  their  train ; 
Let    trumpets    blare,    and    volleying    thunders 

sound 

"Wherever  Britain's  flag  makes  British  ground. 
Let  myriad  voices  in  one  song  unite 
Of  exultation,  triumph,  and  delight. 
Through   royal   London's   streets,    in    gorgeous 

state, 

Let  long  processions,  winding,  illustrate 
With  choice  device,  and  wiljh  rare  wit  display 
The  art  and  science  of  Victoria's  day. 
Let  orator  proclaim,  and  poet  pen 
Their  own  interpretations  unto  men 
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DIES  MEMORABILIS 

Of  the  deep  meaning  of  the  rolling  years — 
Their  strivings,  inspirations,  hopes  and  fears, 
And  all  the  aims  that  finer  souls  engage 
After  six  decades  of  a  wondrous  age. 
Then,  when  day  fades,  inexorable  night 
Shall  pause,  rebuked,  before  the  flashing  light 
From    myriad    flames;    but,    conscious    of    her 

power, 

Concede,  well  pleased,  to  human  skill  an  hour — 
To  skill  which  yet  her  grander  aspect  mars, 
And  flouts  with  fiery  pride  her  calmer  stars. 

Ah!    Empress    Queen:    perchance   thy   royal 

heart 

Still  feels  the  pang  of  one  too  bitter  dart. 
Perchance  some  strain  of  sadness  dims  thine  eyes 
"When  at  thy  name  men's  acclamations  rise; 
And  when  a  nation's  plaudits  rend  the  sky 
Thy  mixed  emotions  struggle  with  a  sigh. 
But  now  thy  England,  not  content  with  part, 
Claims  for  the  day  thy  undivided  heart; 
For  hers  thou  art  in  her  enduring  fame. 
And  England  takes  for  us  Victoria's  name. 

Now,  England,  for  an  hour  exalt  thy  crest; 
And   glance   with    kindling   eye,    and   swelling 

breast, 

Along  the  path  which,  with  stern  patience  shod, 
And  strength  invincible,  thy  feet  have  trod. 
Shall  not  ten  years  of  all  that  toil  and  pain 
Be  paid  with  one  of  thy  Victorian  reign? 
14 


DIES  MEMORABILIS 

Roll  back  ye  years :  unveil  once  more  the  day 
When  the  false  king  at  length  resourceless  lay, 
And  signed  the  Charter  with  reluctant  hand : 
So  Freedom's  star  arose  upon  the  land. 
Then  England  knew  herself,  and  felt  the  life 
That  filled  her  veins,  and  nerved  her  for  the 

strife 
Of  long,  long  years:  but,  blind  in  her  young 

might, 

And  struggling  like  a  giant  in  the  night, 
Smote  aimlessly,  unseeing  where  to  strike, 
And  rent  her  foes  and  her  own  self  alike; 
Till  with  purged  eyes  she  saw  the  blessed  light, 
And  knew  the  fiend  with  whom   'twas  hers  to 

fight. 

Then,  resolute  and  calm,  with  purpose  high, 
Through  all  his  fence  she  smote  foul  Tyranny ; 
And  upon  Freedom's  soil  she  built  a  throne 
Upheld  by  faith,  and  hope,  and  love  alone. 
So  for  six  centuries  our  England  grew 
In  strength  from  Runnymede  to  Waterloo, 
Where  war's  incarnate  genius,  undismayed, 
Against  all  fates  his  desperate  venture  played: 
And  failed  and  fell,  while  blazed  across  the  field 
Britannia's  impenetrable  shield. 

Spirit  of  this  new  time !  filled  with  thy  fire, 
And  rapt  by  visions  of  the  world's  desire, 
Let  no  too  eager  bard  forget  to  praise 
Of  those  stern  centuries  the  arduous  days, 
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DIES  MEMORABILIS 

Which  with  unwearied  toil  made  England  free, 
And  through  that  long  gestation  nourished  thee. 
But  now  the  order  changes,  and  the  hours 
With    dance    and    laughter    scatter    sweetest 

flowers. 

Victorious  from  her  fields  of  blood  and  strife, 
Britannia  wakes  to  new  and  higher  life: 
Feels  the  full  pulses  of  the  younger  time, 
And  the  warm  thrill  of  a  more  genial  clime : 
Lists  to  the  coming  years'  prophetic  hint, 
And  sees,  through  mists,  of  shining  forms  the 

glint : 

Deems  every  promise  mirrored  in  the  grace 
And  maiden  frankness  of  a  youthful  face; 
And,  with  the  acclamation  of  the  land, 
Entrusts  her  sceptre  to  Victoria 's  hand. 

Britannia,  now  thy  course  is  new  begun;     ' 
Thy  chariot-wheels  now  unimpeded  run, 
And,  ever  gathering  splendour  as  they  roll, 
Flash  o'er  the  earth  from  tropic  unto  pole. 
Unshackled  Commerce  now  fresh  vigour  feels, 
And  sends  o  'er  every  sea  her  swarming  keels ; 
From  coast  to  coast  with  rapid  wing  she  flies, 
And  newer  Britains  in  her  footsteps  rise. 
Scarce  may  the  Muse  such  mighty  movements 

trace : 

See  earth  encompassed  by  the  island  race; 
On  every  shore  the  island  flag  is  known, 
And  England's  speech  hath  made  the  world  its 

own.  16 


DIES  MEMORABILIS 

Abroad,  see  crowded  camps  and  armies  vast, 
On  either  side  of  each  thin  frontier  massed. 
With  bated  breath  they  wait,  and  anxious  gaze, 
Till  the  fell  war-cloud  into  lightnings  blaze; 
Suspectful,  jealous,  and  prepared  they  stand, 
And  drain  the  life-blood  of  their  mother-land. 
But  Britain  keeps  her  throne  secure  and  free, 
Within  the  bulwark  of  her  sheltering  sea, 
Whose  loyal  waves  with  buoyant  strength,  and 

glad, 
Bear  round  the  world  her  keels  with  thunder 

clad. 

Hail!   Science:   whose   clear  eyes   and  brow 

sublime 

Reveal  thee,  ruler  of  the  coming  time; 
Thou  royal  giver,  who  hast  spread  before 
Our  eyes  the  wealth  of  thy  unmeasured  store. 
Men,  taught  by  thee,  have  vanquished  space  and 

time : — 

Coast  ministers  to  coast,  and  clime  to  clime. 
But  yet  not  all  the  lessons  thou  dost  teach 
Have  their  slow  hearts  received:  when   hands 

should  reach 

In  cordial  fellowship  the  world  about. 
Envious  they  strive  to  thrust  each  other  out. 
Yet  some  drain  truth  from  thy  perennial  store, 
Which,  shaped  to  wisdom,  ever  asketh  more. 
And  now  thou  pointest  to  the  hidden  springs 
Where  Nature  worketh  at  the  heart  of  things ; 
17 
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DIES  MEMORABILIS 

Revealing  so,  from  time  to  time,  the  source 
Of  some  more  fine  and  unsuspected  force; 
Storing  fresh  wonders  in  that  stately  fane 
Which  thou  still  buildest  on  life's  arid  plain. 
In  yet  new  soil  are  new  foundations  laid ; 
Yet  newer  skies  new  towers  and  spires  invade, 
Whose  whiter  marble,  chaster  gold,  display 
Th'  additions  of  the  great  Victorian  day. 

With  altered  aspect  see  Religion  stand: 
No  longer  proud  oppressor  of  the  land ; 
With  chastened  mien,  and  in  more  humble  guise, 
She  bates  the  baleful  malice  of  her  eyes; 
Purges  the  blinding  vapours  from  her  sight, 
And  dimly  sees  the  newly  dawning  light. 
Her  gaze  from  distant  skies  she  half  withdraws ; 
Half  lends  her  ear  to  Nature's  solemn  laws; 
Half  thinks  it  hers  earth's  places  to  prepare; 
Half  looks  to  meet  God's  coming  kingdom  there. 
Oh !  cleanse  more  fully  yet  thy  heart  and  brain : 
Learn  how  one  path  for  men  the  heavens  ordain ; 
Where    simple    love    and    growing    knowledge 

blend, 

And  hand  in  hand  the  arduous  steep  ascend. 
No  other  guides  can  trace  the  course  aright, 
And  vain  all  other  aid  if  these  unite. 

So  all  things  change:  old  Statecraft  tries  no 

more 
The  tortuous  policy  he  used  before; 
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DIES  MEMORABILIS 

His  warrant  seeks  from  a  consenting  land, 
And  fearless  plays  his  game,  and  shows  his  hand. 
No  more  a  nation,  waked,  contented  sits; 
No  more  to  squalid  ignorance  submits. 
See  how  on  every  height  loud  heralds  stand, 
And  preach  the  reign  of  Knowledge  through  the 

land. 

Too  sanguine  goddess ! — stay  thine  eager  foot : 
Men  dream  they  long  for  thy  benignant  fruit; 
But,  e'er  they  reach  the  lusciousness  within, 
Resent  the  hardness  of  the  bitter  skin. 
So  painted  fruit  mocks  the  defrauded  board; 
And  of  thyself  false  icons  are  adored. 
But,  oh!  be  watchful  of  thy  smallest  gains: 
Hold  fast  all  ground  that  once  thy  foot  attains. 
Though  slowly   goes   thy  torch   from   hand   to 

hand, 
Its  flame  shall  wax  and  lighten  all  the  land. 

Victoria;  ah!  what  thoughts  thy  soul  engage, 
Inspired  by  so  illuminate  a  page, 
The  splendid  record  of  a  time  whose  fame 
Twines  deathless  with  thy  loved  and  honoured 

name? 

What  festal  show  from  thy  clear  eye  can  mask 
Her  festering  griefs,  or  gild  the  arduous  task 
That  waits  thy  England,  e'er,  white-robed  and 

pure, 
She  stands  upon  her  mount  with  foot  secure! 
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DIES  MEMORABILIS 

Yet  for  one  day,  beyond  all  crowding  ills, 
Fix  we  our  gaze  upon  the  distant  hills, 
Whose  sun-lit  summits  strenuous  feet  invite 
To  quit  the  pampered  plains  of  rich  delight; 
And,  striving  up  the  steep  ascent,  to  try 
An  air  more  bracing,  and  a  bluer  sky. 
Oh !  doubt  not  of  the  issue :  from  the  time 
When  the  cave-dweller  faced  earth's  budding 

prime, 

E'en  to  the  dawning  of  Victoria's  day, 
Hath  Nature  urged  our  steps  and  hewn  the  way. 
She  will  not  falter  in  her  work,  nor  fail: 
Therefore  let  no  heart  doubt,  nor  shrink,  nor 

quail. 

Shall  Science  point  to  nobler  heights  beyond 
To-day's  ascent,  and  shall  not  faith  respond? 
Already,   through   earth's  vales  of   gloom   and 

death, 

There  comes  the  stir  of  some  diviner  breath ; 
Its  silent  passage  every  bosom  feels; 
New  things  its  half  unuttered  speech  reveals. 
And  startled  Conscience  wakes :  Oh !  never  more 
Shall  she  resume  the  sleep  she  slept  before: 
But  now  to  her  true  work,  with  saddened  eyes, 
And  ever  growing  strength,  she  shall  arise. 
To  every  heart  divine  distress  shall  go; 
And  slothful,  selfish  souls  no  joy  shall  know. 
And  men  at  last  shall  cease  from  strife  and 

wrong, 

And  learn  the  things  that  to  their  peace  belong; 
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Learn  to  despise  the  ignoble  quest  of  gain 
For  selfish  use,  and  quit  the  toil  insane. 
Listening  to  Wisdom's  long  unheeded  speech, 
Each  yet  shall  strive  for  all,  and  all  for  each : 
All  brethren  be,  and  joined  in  equal  aims; 
And  privilege  and  power  forgotten  names. 
Forgotten  all  the  hateful  lust  of  rule; 
Right  shall  be  taught  in   Freedom's   generous 

school. 

That  lesson  learned,  see  perish  with  their  cause 
The  ancient  cumbrous  coil  of  tangled  laws : 
When  men,  directed  by  in-dwelling  force, 
Like  stars,  or  atoms,  keep  their  destined  course. 

When  to  that  lofty  goal,  with  progress  slow,  ' 
And  weary  feet,  the  nations  onward  go: 
Then  England,  Oh !  my  country,  still  be  thine 
The  vanward  station  in  that  march  divine. 
Still  let  thine  eyes  the  foremost  outlook  keep; 
Still  plant  thy  standard  on  the  loftiest  steep, 
Which,  proudly  floating,  shall  it  not  proclaim, 
To  each  sustaining  breeze,  Victoria's  name? 
Nay ;  not  in  pride  that  standard 's  folds  shall  fly, 
Nor  blazon  tinsel  honours  to  the  sky. 
That  day  of  days  rebukes  our  childish  dreams; 
And  in  its  light  our  glory  folly  seems. 
Yet  no  good  work  shall  in  the  light  be  lost ; 
No  generous  hope  be  slain  by  ruthless  frost ; 
But  honour  due  be  freely  paid  to  all: — 
What  meed  of  love  and  reverence  then  shall  fall 
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To  thee,  oh !  sovereign  lady,  noble  Queen, 
Whose  royal  grace  and  woman 's  heart  have  been 
To  thine  own  land  and  all  thy  coasts  afar 
A   guiding  beacon  and  inspiring  star? 
Thou  may'st  not  die!    Of  England's  regal  line 
One  name  alone  were  fitly  matched  with  thine : 
One  all  unspotted  reign ;  one  righteous  throne ; 
Unrivalled  yet  except  by  thine  alone. 
A  thousand  years  have   nursed  our  love  and 

pride ; 
And    now    thy    wreath    shines    Alfred's  bays 

beside. 

Live  thou  with  him,  outsoaring  vulgar  fame; 
And  link  with  his  Victoria's  deathless  name. 
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(October,  1900.) 

BOER. 
Awake,      arise,     oh,     brother     Boers;     and 

strengthen  every  hand, 
To    reap    the    ripened    heritage    of    this    our 

promised  land. 
Our  British  foes,  Jehovah's  foes,  perceive  with 

chill  dismay 
How  fast  the  sands  are  running  out,  how  near 

the  destined  day, 
When  all  their  greed-directed  rule,  that  craftily 

hath  crept 
Through  world-wide  realms,  shall  now,  at  least, 

from  Afric's  soil  be  swept. 
And   from  Limpopo  to  the  seas  her  southern 

coasts  that  bound, 
None  but  the  banner  of  the  free,  God's  chosen, 

shall  be  found. 
Be  ready  then,  oh,  brother  Boers !  and  arm  each 

strong  right  hand: 
The  signal  soon  shall  pass  around: — the  rest  ye 

understand. 

BRITON. 
Awake,  arise,  Oh,  island  race!  and  face  the 

facts  at  length; 

Nor  longer  trust  the  fear  inspired  by  your  too 
latent  strength. 
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The  foeraan  deems  that  England's  arm  is  nerve- 
less for  the  fray, 
As  when  with  dust  her  eyes  were  filled  on  dark 

Majuba's  day: 
"When  her  drawn  sword  went  to  its  sheath  with 

chill  and  sullen  clang; 
And    statesmen's  false    and    splendid    speech 

through  hall  and  chamber  rang. 
When  trusting   tribes,   who   deemed   her  word 

inviolate  and  sure, 
Were  abandoned  to  the  honour  of  the  dull  and 

callous  Boer. 
But  now  the  hour  again  demands  if  yet  our 

arms  are  strong, 
And  hearts  resolved  to  stem  the  tide  of  foul 

misrule  and  wrong. 
Our  flag  must  fly  unchallenged  from  Zambesi  to 

the  sea ; 
Mud-stained,  but  yet  of  equal  rights  the  only 

guarantee. 

BOER. 
Hath  not  the  Lord  made  England  blind,  and 

paralysed  her  arm? 
She  fain  would  crush,  but  knows  not  how  to 

work  his  people  harm. 
She,  who  had  faced  a  thousand  foes,  and  never 

blenched  nor  quailed, 
She  stumbled  on  Majuba  hill,  and  straight  her 

courage  failed. 

24 


BOER  AND  BRITON 

Then  a  grand  magnanimity  she  judged  it  wise  to 

feign; 
And  gave  up  all,  but  schemed  the  while  to  win 

all  back  again. 
By  parchment  deeds  and  scriv'ners'  wiles  she 

deemed  her  ends  secure; 

Nor  feared  the  "slimness"  of  the  unsophisti- 
cated Boer. 
And,  when  the  news  was  noised  abroad,  how 

God  had  given  us  gold, 
The    Britishers    came    crowding    in,  rapacious, 

keen,  and  bold. 
And  we  received  them  gladly,  for  we  ever  kept 

in  view 
That  their  coming  meant  for  us  a  fast  increasing 

revenue. 
And  whilst    they    ply    the    sordid  tasks    they 

learned  in  Mammon's  school, 
We  tax  their  wealth,  and  keep  for  Boers  the 

rifle  and  the  rule. 
But  now  of  rights  political  they  claim  an  equal 

share ; 
And    they    stir    their    mother-country    hostile 

measures  to  prepare. 
But  when  we  to  this  clamour  yield  'twill  prove 

an  evil  hour; 
'Twere  safer  for  the  sons  of  Ham  to  win  the 

voting  power. 
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So,  if  the  mother-country  should  permit  them 

to  arouse  her 
To  action  rash,  we'll  answer  her  with  Creuzot, 

Krupp,  and  Mauser. 
And,  like  a  billow  rushing  from  the  chafed  and 

angry  deep, 
Across  our  confines  will  we  burst,  and  through 

her  borders  sweep: 
We   will  flood   each   fertile   valley,   and  surge 

round  every  town; 
And  men  shall  say: — In  all  her  pride  the  Lord 

hath  struck  her  down. 
And  the  nations  shall  insult  her,  and  despoil 

her  in  her  need 
Of  all  the  world-wide  plunder  she  hath  gathered 

by  her  greed. 
Her  power  shall  crumble,  and  her  hand  shall 

yield  her  sceptred  sway: 
March  then,  oh,  brother    burghers!  for  it  is  the 

destined  day. 

BRITON. 
The  sword  is  out;   and  nought  remains  for 

Britons  but  to  fight. 
Britannia  may  be  slow  to  draw,  but  is  not  slack 

to  smite. 
When  weak,  the  Boer  by  British  arms  is  saved 

from  savage  hordes; 

When  poor,   'tis  British  enterprise  his  revenue 
affords. 
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Saved  and  enriched,  he  hates  the  hand  that  set 

him  on  his  path, 
Prosp'rous  and  strong,   and  free  to  use  what 

faculties  he  hath. 
He   looks  upon  the   Englishman   as  skilled  in 

quest  of  gold, 
But  never  fit  with  citizens  to  have  his  name 

enrolled : 
And  thinks  a  race  that  long  has  ruled  dominions 

far  and  wide 
Must  bow  to  him,  and  meekly  bear  his  insolence 

and  pride — 
Whose   kin,    free    citizens    beneath    Britannia's 

gentle  sway, 
With  him  now  plot  her  ruin,  and  predict  her 

swift  decay. 

Expectant  colonies  demand,  in  anger  and  alarm, 
If  England's  heart  is  failing  now,  if  shortened 

is  her  arm. 
But,  of  her  steadfastness  assured,  swift  to  her 

side  they  spring; 
And    all    the    nations    recognize    a    new    and 

wondrous  thing. 
No  more  her  old  isles  stand  alone  when  Britain's 

name  is  heard; 
Her  isles,  so  famed  in  arts  and  arms,  so  great  in 

deed  and  word, 
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But  thronging  nations  now  in  all  her  fortunes 

claim  a  part; 
Her  bright-eyed  daughters,  strong  of  limb,  and 

jubilant  of  heart. 
From   such   an   ample   heritage,   say,   brothers, 

shall  we  shrink? 

From  the  jewelled  cup  that's  proffered  shall  our 

lips  refuse  to  drink? 
Shall  we  trail  upon  the  dust,  in  the  sight  of  all 

beholders, 
This  rich  imperial  mantle  that  hath  fallen  upon 

our  shoulders? 
Seems  it  not  that  God's  providence  to  us  this 

empire  brings? 
We  cannot  know  His  purposes  but  by  the  course 

of  things. 
And  if,  as  many  a  time  before,  great  charge  is 

on  us  thrust, 
Shall  we,  who  fly  the  triple  cross,   disown  so 

grand  a  trust? 
Nay,  surely  we  will  guard  it  well,  and  fight  if 

fight  we  must. 
For  we  know  it  is  for  freedom,  and  for  equal 

rights  we  stand, 
And  justice,  and  good  government,  throughout 

a  harassed  land. 
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BOER. 

They   sent   us   word   that   shortly   they   would 

formulate  demands. 
Their  troops  were  yet  upon  the  sea; — unready 

were  their  hands. 
But,    knowing   well   how   short   a   time   would 

concentrate  their  powers, 

We  waited  not  for  their  demands,  but  formu- 
lated ours. 
And    since,    when    blows    are    imminent,     'tis 

prudent  to  be  first, 
Our    forces,    like    a    winter   storm,    across    the 

borders  burst. 
Eastward  and  westward  swept  our  tide,  and  past 

the  Orange  river: 
Then  through  the   British  Empire  wide  there 

went  a  sudden  shiver: 
For   they   heard    of    towns    beleaguered    and 

entrenchments  that  defied 
The  bravest  of  their  warriors,  best  trained  and 

longest  tried. 
And  the  nations  waited  watchfully,  with  heart 

and  hope  elate, 
For  England's  coming  downfall  from  her  high 

and  proud  estate. 
But  England's  troops  were  many  and  her  purse 

well  filled  and  long: 
Disaster  did  but  steel  her  heart,  and  make  her 

sinews  strong. 
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Too  weak  were  we  to  stand  against  her  once  up- 
gathered  might: 
Yet  surely  we  believed  the  Lord  had  led  us  to 

the  fight: 
That  He  had  judged  our  righteous  cause  His 

own,  His  chosen  side; 
And  that  Himself  by  flame  or  cloud  our  strategy 

would  guide. 
But  now  He  manifests  His  wrath:  His  face  is 

turned  away : 
He   troubles   us,   and   to   our  foes   delivers   us 

a  prey. 
His  ways  are  all  inscrutable,  and  fearful  His 

decrees ; 
For  we  have  raised  our  psalms  to  Him,   and 

sought  Him  on  our  knees. 
Our  households  have  been  ordered  in  His  sight 

in  manner  lowly: 

We  have  reverenced  His  word;  and  have  kept 

His  Sabbaths  holy. 
So,  when  our  onset  and  defence  achieved  their 

first  success, 
We   thought   the   Lord   was   with   our   flag  to 

prosper  and  to  bless. 
But  soon  the  leaguered  towns  were  wrenched 

from  our  relaxing  hand: 
Our   own    were    captured,    and  ourselves    were 

scattered  o'er  the  land. 
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Now  we  must  welcome  British  rule  as  the  decree 

of  fate; 
Or  as  marauding  bandits  prove  our  never-dying 

hate. 
No  nation  but  would  now  rejoice  had  we  brought 

England  low: 
No  nation  in  our  righteous  cause  will  risk  a 

single  blow. 
Is  it  too  late,  oh,  Lord  of  Hosts!  to  show  Thy 

mighty  hand; 
To  scatter  our  proud  enemies,  and  give  us  back 

our  land? 
Alas !  there  is  no  power  in  heaven  or  earth  will 

give  us  aid: 

Our   chiefs   themselves   have   cheated    us,   mis- 
guided and  betrayed. 

BRITON. 

Nay,  friends,  heaven  holds  not  back  its  light. 

nor  man  his  heart  and  hand: 
All  shall  be  yours,  if  ye  will  but  look  up  and 

understand. 
Is  not  that  sordid  clique  dispersed  that  filled 

your  ears  with  lies? 
"What  hinders  then  that  ye  should  help  the  New 

Republic  rise? 
A  commonweal  with  equal  laws  for  Briton  and 

for  Boer; 
And  public  faith,  and  legal  rights,  inviolate  and 

sure. 
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Defeated  in  unequal  strife,  ye  have  no  cause  for 

shame : 
Nor    yet    a    faultless    course    throughout    can 

Britain  justly  claim: 
For  surely  she  encouraged  and  confirmed  you 

in  your  wrong, 
When  she  let  you  think  her  heart  was  weak,  her 

arm  no  longer  strong. 
Through  doubtful  and  perplexing  years,  when 

the  one  pressing  need 
Was  statesman's  head,   and  helmsman's  hand, 

and  straight  unf  alt 'ring  lead, 
She    shirked    responsibility,    and    clutched    at 

present  ease; 
And  timidly  would  make  fair  wind  of  every 

changing  breeze. 
And,  since  her  weakness  fed  and  nursed  your 

arrogance  and  pride, 
By  these  her  sin  is  punished,  and  by  these  her 

mettle  tried. 
Eight  well  and  stubbornly  ye  fought;  but  now 

'tis  time  to  turn, 
And  calmly  read  what  lessons  it  behoves  the 

Boer  to  learn. 
The   great   world-current  onward   sweeps   with 

unresisted  tide, 
O'erwhelming  all  who  sullen  sit  in  ignorance 

and  pride. 
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No  tribal  God  can  counterwork  the  universal 

laws 
Whereby  the   Power   Supreme   ordains, — effect 

shall  follow  cause. 
Ye,  without  cultivating  cause  have  aimed  to 

win  effect; 

And  on  this  cosmic  rock  your  bark  hath  hope- 
lessly been  wrecked. 
We,  all  unknowing  what  the  Fates  might  deal  to 

us  at  length, 
Have  blundered  on,  age  after  age,  but  still  from 

strength  to  strength. 
Few  ventures  have  we  shunned:  we  have  been 

by  fortune  tossed: 
We  have  suffered,  and  have  triumphed ;  we  have 

won  and  we  have  lost. 
Adversity  hath  tried  us,  but  it  never  yet  could 

beat: 
We  have  grown  the  fruits  of  victory  on  ashes  of 

defeat. 
We  have  toughened  heart  and  sinew  by  fighting 

in  the  van, 
Through    the     long    relentless    struggle     with 

Nature  and  with  man. 
The  cradle  of  our  race,  friends,  is  not  remote 

from  yours: 
One  climate  nursed  the  doggedness  of  Britons 

and  of  Boers. 
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But  our  field  hath  been   far  larger,   and  our 

knowledge  is  more  wide : 
In  art  of  rule  and  government  our  hands  are 

not  untried. 
And  now  the  task,   too   long  postponed,   doth 

Britain  take  in  hand; 
To  shape  and  nurse  the  destinies  of  a  misguided 

land. 
We  offer  what,  had  ye  but  given,  ye  had  not 

known  a  fall: 

The  flag  of  liberty,  and  rights  of  citizens  for  all. 
And  brotherhood  we  offer  you: — if  England's 

arm  is  long, 
Her  mail'd  hand  hard;  her  friendly  clasp  is  ever 

true  and  strong: 
And  when  on  unaccustomed  soil  her  banner  is 

unfurled, 
It  waves  as  Freedom's  guarantee  and  witness  to 

the  world. 
From    Orange    to    Limpopo's    stream,    beneath 

your  native  skies, 
It  flies  for  you,  would  ye  look  up,  and  purge 

your  jaundiced  eyes; 
And  lift  your  hearts,  and  help  with  us  the  New 

Republic  rise. 
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(From  The  Nelson  Examiner). 

Oh!  let  us  weep;  our  wisest  one  is  dead; 
Dead,    and    no    more   those   lofty    peaks     of 

thought 

Shall  he,  with  stedfast  foot  and  purpose,  tread, 

Or  thence  return  with  treasure  richly  fraught. 

He  was  brave,  calm,  and  wise;  and  through  the 

strife 

And  vexed  confusion  of  this  scene  of  life 
He  moved  serene,  by  clearest  reason's  light, 
'Till  death's  hand  spread  this  mournful  veil  of 

night. 

His  the  firm  intellect  that  Truth  still  calk 

To  be  her  faithful  priest  and  minister; 
And,  as  in  her  most  thronged,  most  stately  halls, 

So  in  all  strange,  hard  paths,  to  follow  her. 
Her  handmaid,  Science,  armed  him  for  the  fight, 
And    forth    he    stepped,    equipped,    a  perfect 

knight ; 

And  in  the  chivalrous  ecstasy  of  youth, 
His  soul  adored  his  chosen  goddess,  Truth. 
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All    beauteous,    baneful    growths    that    might 
obscure 

Her  light,  though  by  long  years  root-twined 

and  tied 
About  man's  inmost  heart,  he  could  endure 

With  resolute  hand  to  pluck  or  thrust  aside, 
That  he,  e'en  when  unseen  her  form  and  face, 
Some  splendour  of  her  trailing  robe  might  trace ; 
And  through  all  fates,  unswerving,  follow  this 
To  the  world's  verge,  and  the  abhorred  abyss. 

And,  since  men  disregard  their  rightful  Queen, 

And  deviate  into  every  flowery  path, 
Because  her  countenance  they  have  never  seen, 
Or  known  the  blessedness  her  presence  hath: 
He  made  his  work,  with  life-long  toil  and  pain, 
To  fashion  her  rough  ways  and  make    them 

plain; 

And  here  and  there  built  a  memorial  shrine 
"Where  he  had  seen,  unveiled,  her  face  divine. 

But  men  reviled  him  as  devoid  'of  ruth, 

Who  loved  to  make  life's  path  a  pilgrimage; 
And,  for  too  distant,  unrewarding  truth, 

On    steep    and    flinty    heights    their    steps 

engage : — 

Hard  paths,  that  lead  to  desolate  realms  above, 
Unwarmed  by  any  ray  of  human  love; 
Where  sovereign  Reason  keeps  her  crystal  seat, 
Unheeding  broken  hearts  and  bleeding  feet. 
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They  deemed  not  that  the  sunshine  of  the  heart, 

And  sweet  humanities  so  bright  and  dear, 
Could  ever  their  celestial  hues  impart, 

And  sacred  warmth  to  that  keen  atmosphere; 
That  luminous  Science  and  warm-breathing  Love 
Could  on  one  upward  path  together  move; 
Tread  with  companion  feet  the  arduous  way, 
And  hail  together  earth's  new-dawning  day. 

This  sacred  sisterhood  to  him  was  dear: 

He  courted  Science  for  the  Love  he  owed 
Mankind:  and  with  her  lamp  made  Love's  steps 

clear ; 
So  Love   propelled,   and   Science  traced  the 

road. 

He  travelled  in  far  solitudes  of  thought, 
And    thence   truth   helpful    to   man's    life,    he 

brought : 

He  wept  with  men — but  taught,  for  social  grief, 
Science  alone  can  bring  the  sure  relief. 

No  more,  henceforth,  Philosophy  shall  spin 
On  dizzy  heights  her  airy  web;  but  set 

Her  stately  foot  the  city  gates  within, 
Where  few  discern  her  radiant  features  yet. 

But  that  small  band  is  hers,  whate'er  betide, 

And  she  their  angel,  arbitress,  and  guide ; 

'Till  all  men  mark  her  countenance,  calm  and 
bright 

And  all,  in  time,  her  blissful  rule  invite. 
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Fair,   golden  time,  when  earth  shall  leap  and 

laugh, 

And  wisdom  have  a  charm  for  every  woe, 
And  men  the  cup  of  life 's  glad  vintage  quaff ; 

And  happiness  to  every  home  shall  go. 
But  now,  alas !  the  flagging  hours  reprove 
The  joyous  theme — as  with  dull  wing  they 

move; 
And  the  bright  hopes  that  lived  in  life's  warm 

breath, 
Are  changed  and  faded  by  the  touch  of  death. 

Oh!  Science;  Oh!  Philosophy;  Oh!  Truth: 
Your  priest  and  best  interpreter  is  dead: 

And  who,  hereafter,  in  the  tide  of  youth 

Shall   worship   you,   and   round  your   altars 
tread? 

Say,     whither    leads   your   path?    ye    make    it 
straight, 

And  we  gain  entrance  by  the  narrow  gate; 

But  o  'er  it,  as  we  go,  there  hangs  a  cloud, 

Which  drapes  us  with  the  likeness  of  a  shroud. 

Of  all  we  seek,  how  much  do  ye  reveal? 

How  little!     Of  our  destiny,  can  thought, 
Keen  reason,  brains  that  burn,  or  hearts  that 
feel, 

Force  your  stern  close-set  lips  to  utter  aught? 


38 


JOHN  STUART  MILL 

Oh !  peace ;  forbear  the  weak,  desponding  strain ; 
Unless,  forsooth,  he  lived,  and  taught  in  vain. 
Not  o'er  his  fresh-closed  grave  the  place  to  sing 
In  feeble  tones,  or  strike  a  faltering  string. 

He  gazed  into  the  darkness  of  the  tomb, 

The  awful  depth  of  the  unknown  abyss, 
And  saw  the  distant  shadowy  forms  that  loom, 
The  snakes  of  doubt  and  fear  that  round  us 

hiss: 

And  dared  them  all,  nor  feared  the  far  obscure, 
While  on  his  path  beamed  reason's  light  secure: 
Nor  e'er,  with  doubts  unloyal,  turned  aside 
From  fair  Philosophy,  his  friend  and  guide. 

But  gave  himself  with  resolute  heart  and  will, 
Unselfishly,  within  his  day  and  sphere, 

To  aid  the  mighty  scheme  which  Nature  still 
Slowly  unfolds  with  every  rolling  year. 

And  so,  all  vain,  disturbing  questions  slept; 

Secure,  in  quiet  strength  his  soul  he  kept; 

Performed  the  task  by  Nature's  self  ordained; 

The  rest  in  her  controlling  hand  remained. 

He  is  gone  from  us,  but  his  thoughts  remain ; 

And  hope,  and  calm-browed  faith,  and  courage 

urge 
My  faltering  voice : — strong  helpers  that  disdain 

One  trembling  note  in  his  funereal  dirge. 
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Souls   of  the   brave!   whom   death   hath   made 

divine ; 
He  joins  you,   and  henceforth  with  you  shall 

shine, 

Where  mighty  nature,  to  her  inmost  sphere 
Gathers  all  spirits  that  to  her  are  dear. 
Vision  supreme!  thy  loveliness  intense 
Dissolves  the  soul,  and  whelms  the  feeble  sense : 
Fades  the  dark  shadow — earth's  funereal  pall, 
And  floods  of  splendour  on  her  bosom  fall. 
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The  dream  is  vain ;  the  inspiration  fails : 
The  splendour  fades,  and  darkness  falls  again : 

And  chill  despair  once  more  my  soul  assails : 
Truth  falters,   and  hope 's  whispers  breathe  in 
vain. 

Philosophy's  calm  mien  deceives  our  eyes; 

She  can  but  bid  the  sick  at  heart  arise, 

Smooth  down  the  brow;  force  back  the  rising 
sigh; 

And  walk  in  darkness,  and  in  darkness  die. 

Ah!  should  there  come  a  figure  and  a  face, 
Of  regal  aspect,  strong,  serene,  and  mild; 
With  words  of  cheer : — ' '  Fear  not  this  evil  place, 
For  I  will  guide  you  through  the  trackless  wild : 
Follow,  and  trust. ' '   Oh !  blinded  hearts  of  pride ! 
That  form,  that  face,  is  ever  at  our  side, 
With  love,  and  aid  and  guidance  sure;  and  we 
Still  trim  our  rushlight,  still  refuse  to  see. 

Dear  Lord  and  Saviour!    Let  me  never  lose 
My  faltering  grasp  of  thy  sustaining  hand ; 

Though  fierce  abysmal  storms  my  soul  confuse, 
And  vex  the  confines  of  life's  narrow  strand. 

Ah !  when  we  see  Thy  face,  and  touch  Thy  form, 

We  own  no  darkness,  and  we  fear  no  storm. 

With  faith,  and  hope,  and  love,  our  feet  are 
shod; 

And  at  the  centre  is  the  peace  of  God. 
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Heart,   dost  thou  faint?     What  darkness  dost 
thou  fear? 

Is  there  not  yet  a  luminous  circle  round 
Our  feet,  still  thrusting  back  the  shadows  near; 

Assuring  us  one  step  of  solid  ground? 
Must  all  thy  future  steps  be  clear  to  sight? 
Nay:  be  content  to  take  the  next  aright. 
And,  if  the  darkness  fall,  and  blot  our  view, 
Ceasing  to  see,  we  cease  to  travel  too. 

But  hast  thou  caught  some  blessed  glimpse  of 
light, 

From  Truth,  her  ' '  regal  aspect, ' '  eyes  serene  ? 
Has  thy  ear  heard  her  stately  step  and  light, 

Pacing  beside  us  through  the  trackless  scene? 
Yes;  'tis  too  true:  our  "blinded  hearts  of  pride" 
Repel  that  sure  and  ever  willing  guide. 
Each  seeks  to  light  his  lamp  with  private  flame ; 
And  turns  aside  from  her  diviner  claim. 

Convulsive,  clinging  hand-clasp,  and  closed  eyes ; 

The  way  to  peace !     'Tis  true,  the  high  ideal, 
Now  seen  from  mingled  sources  to  arise, 

Jew,  Oriental,  Greek, — hath  served  as  real. 
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But  when  a  prophet  speaks  some  mighty  word, 
Like  organ  tones  in  dim  cathedral  heard, 
Awakening  souls  from  dull  convention's  graves, 
'Tis  the  truth  taught,  and  not  the  teacher,  saves. 

We  cannot  find  out  God,  and  call  him  Love ; 

But  we  can  seek  out  love  and  crown  him  God ! 
So  may  we  still  live  on  with  heaven  above ; 

So  tread  the  path  that  all  the  saints  have  trod. 
Then,  self -renounced,  there  stealeth  in  the  peace 
That  comes  when  vain  desires  and  strivings 

cease. 

Then  sweet  Humanity's  ideal  form, 
Emerging  from  the  fast  subsiding  storm, 
Beams  from  her  holy  hill,  as  fades  the  night, 
And  the  regenerate  soul  bathes  in  fresh  floods 
of  light. 


SPIRITTJS  SASTCTUS. 

A  di-psychic  Reverie. 

One  Almighty  God  the  Father; 

Maker  of  the  heavens  and  earth! 
Creed  to  be  accepted  rather 

Than  suppose  this  wondrous  frame 
Causeless  out  of  nothing  came; 

Or  that  no  birth 

It  ever  knew;  but  through  the  eternal  past 
Its  being  had — eternally  to  last. 
So  one  eternal  and  almighty  Will 
Produced  the  cosmos  and  sustains  it  still. 

Well !  if  that  be  our  best  and  only  guess, 
Provisionally  I  may  acquiesce. 
Yet  stifling  so  a  restless  multitude 
Of  questions  that  too  obviously  intrude, 

And,  if  not  duly  met, 

May  vex  our  progress  yet, 
Causing  us  long  in  logic  shoals  to  stay, 
And  never  get  our  vessel  under  way. 

I  instance  thus: 

As  things  appear  to  us, 
Mind  follows  matter,  and  with  process  slow, 
Insinuating  steals  into  the  flow 
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Of  the  rich  stream  of  life,  whose  magic  juices 
Slide  through  a  thousand  thousand  silent  sluices ; 
And,  eddying  where  they  find  a  fitting  norm, 
Emerge,  displaying  each  organic  form. 
Mind  sweeps  through  these,  and  stands  at  last 

erect, 

Flashing  the  light  of  human  intellect. 
No  higher  known  as  yet,  though  what  may  be 
In  the  far  distant  aeons,  who  can  see? 
But,  e'er  creation  stirred,  had  Mind  been  there, 
What  need  to  plunge  in  matter,  with  such  care 
To  mould  and  rear  a  futile  race  of  men, 
And  meet  itself  in  that  poor  guise  again? 
Resolve  me  this. 

Nay,  there  is  no  reply 

To  cosmic  questions  that  begin  with  "why." 
So  I  your  point  evade; 
And,  for  effectual  aid 

To  metaphysic  fly. 
The  first  and  last,  and  sum  of  all,  is  Mind ; 

And  under  it  all  categories  fall: 
Withdraw  their  mental  aspect,  and  you  find 
No  matter  nor  phenomena  at  all. 

Yes;  mind  and  matter: — X  can  be  got  out 
In  terms  of  Y,  and  Y  in  terms  of  X, 

With  all-sufficing  neatness;  but  the  doubt, 
What  either  is,  continues  to  perplex. 

Such  controversy  yields  but  little  fruit, 

And  metaphysic  means  a  drawn  dispute. 
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So,  pass  we  on  to  your  more  concrete  terms, 
Which  surely  spring  from  very  diverse  germs 
Of  thought  or  sentiment.    In  Nature's  scheme, 
"Almighty  Father"  seems  too  fond  a  dream. 
If  Father,  not  almighty:  if  of  power 

Unlimited,  then  pitiless  and  stern: 
That  is  the  lesson  every  passing  hour 

Compels  the  unclouded  eye  to  read  and  learn. 

Deadly  dilemmas  readily  arise, 
And  crowd  with  contradictions  earth  and  skies : 
But  yet  man 's  heart  hath  said,  and  still  it  saith, 
Such  difficulties  must  be  met  by  Faith. 

I  would  not  stint  Faith's  range  in  thought  or 

deed; 

But  now  we  speak  of  logic  and  the  creed. 
Plain  pious  souls  I  do  not  seek  to  vex; 
But  still,  not — X  is  scarce  the  same  as  X: 
Nor  evil  good ;  nor  bungling  perfect  skill. 
What  need  of  words?  'tis  plain,  permitted  ill 
Demonstrates  lack  of  power,  or  of  good  will. 
Behold  the  children  on  the  lawn  at  play ! 
The  gardener  has  his  orders  not  to  stay 
His  iron  roller,  or  his  whirling  knives, 
That  shear  their  little  limbs,  or  crush  their  lives, 
If  they  will  sprawl  and  tumble  in  his  way; 
For  in  this  household  rules  the  precept  stern, 
That  children  by  experience  must  learn. 
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Brothers  help  a  wounded  brother; 
Gentle  sisters  soothe  and  nurse: 
But  no  father  and  no  mother, 

Heeds  him  though  he  pray  or  curse. 
Is  all  this  ill  a  necessary  mean 

To  greater  good?    Then  God  perhaps  is  wise; 
But,  thwarted  by  some  rigid  power  unseen, 
He  fain  must  work  as  best  he  can  devise. 
So  'tis  God's  wisdom  to  unlock  the  gates 

Of  circumstance  and  frame  a  skilful  plan, 
Free  from  collision  with  the  moveless  Fates, 

To  culminate  at  last  in  star  or  man. 
Wisdom  and  goodness  then  must  banish  hence 
Unmeaning  dogmas  of  omnipotence, 
Which  could  effect  its  end  by  force  of  will, 
Needing  no  deep  device  of  art  or  skill ; 
And  could  establish  good  without  alloy  of  ill. 

Yes!  Like  a  mill-horse  to  his  centre  bound, 
This  logic  plods  its  well-accustomed  round: 
Plays  with  all  attributes,  which  may  define 
Things  trifling,  weighty,  earthly,  or  divine. 
Careless  if  terms,  which  it  essays  to  test, 
Mean  all  the  Infinite,  or  but  suggest. 

'Tis  true ;  but  yet  with  you  it  scarcely  lies 
To  carp  at  logic  while  you  dogmatise. 
Admit  that  all  your  terms  are  dim  and  vague; 
No  logic  shall  your  speculations  plague. 
Her  sense  is  trained  from  all  disorder  wild : 
When  definitions  shift  her  teeth  are  filed. 
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But,  if  she  slide,  there  fall  with  her  indeed, 
The  senseless  dogma  and  unmeaning  creed — 
Our  strenuous  fathers  scarcely  could  conceive 

The  strict  and  solemn  duty  to  impose 
The  yoke  on  men  and  women,  to  believe 

In  any  sense  that  the  believer  chose — 
Say: — shall  we  quit  both  logic  and  belief, 
And  each  contentedly  throw  down  his  brief? 


Consenting  to  a  verdict: — God 

Annulled  by  argument!  and  so 
Our  future  pathway  must  be  trod 
By  torch-light  as  we  groping  go. 
But  faith,  unbarred  by  logic,  rescues  us, 

By  one  short  word,  from  wanderings  so  wild: 
For  God  is  Love,  and  Love  Almighty !  thus, 
Behold  all  contradictions  reconciled. 
We  tread  the  path  the  saints  have  trod 
By  crowning  Love  Almighty  God! 

For  daily  life,  I  trust,  'tis  well  agreed, 

This  formula  marks  out  the  truest  course : 
But  as  a  definition  and  a  creed, 

'Tis  surely  somewhat  of  a  tour  de  force — 
Personified  abstraction  for  a  god! 

I  pass  that  by :  but  say :  can  Love  indeed 
Sway  all  the  worlds  with  peremptory  nod ; 

Repress  the  evil ;  make  the  good  succeed  ? 
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Can  Love  uphold  the  walls  when  cities  quake  ? 

Make  soft  the  rock  when  grinds  the  luckless 

keel? 
Where  was  this  God  when  men  began  to  make 

The  cross,  the  rack,  the  gibbet,  and  the  wheel  ? 
A  God  whom  saints  adore,  and  fiends  deride: 
Ignored  by  Nature,  and  by  men  denied. 

Ignored  by  Nature !    From  what  outer  sphere 

Sprang  to  her  bosom  then  this  baby-God, 
And  nestled  near  her  heart,  to  her  most  dear ; 

And  destined  to  rule  all  with  golden  rod? 
Surely  he  is  her  own ; — her  very  child, 

Whom  her  encircling  arms  have  ever  kept ; 
While  Earth,  abandoned,  desolate,  and  wild, 

For  him,   through   her  abysses,    wailed   and 

wept. 
Now  from  his  nursery  he  passeth  out ; 

Strength  in  his  step,  and  sunshine  in  his  eye ; 
And  he  shall  compass  all  the  world  about; 

Before  his  face  all  evil  forms  shall  fly. 

Let  me  take  up  the  strain :  my  cynic  mood 

Is  well  rebuked:  we  know  that  Love  is  king; 
And,  in  despite  of  all  the  infernal  brood, 

We  must  his  paeans  and  his  praises  sing. 
Yet  Love  is  love,  and  logic  logic  still : 

We  ask  why  in  the  scheme  is  pain  involved, 
If  infinite  Love,  joined  to  almighty  skill, 

Work  all : — the  problem  is  not  yet  resolved — 
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Almighty!  an  unreasonable  word: 

No  need  to  torture  it,  or  make  it  mean 
The  power  to  do  what 's  senseless  or  absurd, 

As  plant  two  hills  without  a  vale  between. 
Such  verbal  tricks  no  question  raise  of  power: 

But  say ;  can  God  do  aught  that  is  not  done  ? 
What  can  be  must  be :  it  must  have  its  hour, 

Wherein  to  emerge,  as  ceaseless  ages  run — 
What  God  doth  not,  what  ground  have  we  to  say 

That  he  can  do ; — as  frame  a  different  scheme ; 
Inverted  seasons;  neither  night  nor  day; 

Or  what  fantastic  laws  we  please  to  dream  ? 

Agreed!  then  if  nought  is  beyond  the  all, 
The  manifest;  then  God  is  All,  and  thus, 

Almighty :  so  at  last  there  seems  to  fall 

Faith 's  flower,  and  Logic 's  wreath  alike,  to  us. 

I  scarcely  think  the  framers  of  the  creed 
Meant  by  "Almighty  Father''  the  great  PAN: 

We  know  that  pantheism  lies  indeed, 
As  heresy,  beneath  the  Church's  ban. 

Yet  if  'tis  found  these  ancient  bottles  hold 
The  still  fermenting  wine :  if  we  can  read 

New  wisdom  into  formularies  old; 

'Tis  some  advantage  that  we  keep  the  creed. 

'Almighty,'  means  the  sum  of  cosmic  force; 
'Father,'  of  living  things  the  unknown  source. 
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How  doubt  departs,  and  difficulty  flies 

Before  the  solvent  power  of  compromise ! 

The  church  may  burn  her  stakes  and  quench  her 

fires; 
Belief's  as  smooth  as  any  soul  desires. 

The  word  shall  stand,  although  its  sense  seem 

killed; 

And  the  dry  channels  shall  again  be  filled, 
When  genial  showers  and  rills  shall  come  again, 
Refreshing  all  the  starved  and  arid  plain. 

But  the  new  meaning  shall  not  be  the  old : 
A  God  who  can,  but  won't  abolish  evil: 
Pleased  to  be  foiled  by  his  own  licensed  devil : 

That  idiot  tale  must  not  again  be  told. 

This  way,  'tis  plain,  no  open  road  can  lie: 
Words   challenge   words,   and   words  to   words 

reply. 

But,  mark  you  now;  this  credal  tripod  begs, 
For  pose  secure,  the  use  of  all  its  legs. 
Loose  timbers  rear  a  structure  crank  and  lame; 
Your  trigon  makes  the  only  rigid  frame. 

Rigid  with  dogma!  yet  methought,  at  length, 
In    these    swift-changing    times,    that    dogma's 

strength 

Lay  rather  in  its  fluent,  ductile  power 
To  fill  opinion's  mould  from  hour  to  hour. 
But  now  to  your  next  article  we'll  pass. 
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The  Son,  who  manifests,  as  in  a  glass, 
The  Father's  aspect,  known  as  perfect  Love, 
Whate'er  appearances  conspire  to  prove 
His    cold   remoteness.     Through   the    ethereal 

spheres, 

The  Word,  descending,  in  the  flesh  appears. 
Deep  in  the  bosom  of  the  unrevealed, 
The  manifesting  Logos  lies  concealed: 
Till,  as  God 's  indrawn  breath  goes  out  once  more, 
Zone  follows  zone,  and  shore  succeeds  to  shore ; 
Concentric  in  their  order,  each  more  dense, 
As  further  from  the  abysmal  centre,  whence 
The  life- waves  spread:  these,  in  aeonial  sweep, 
Melodiously  move  from  deep  to  deep: 
To  grosser  sense  inaudible,  unseen; 

Their  rippling  music  peals, 
Until  at  last  this  distant  coast  terrene 

Their  presence  feels. 

Then  crystals  cluster,  gems  concrete,  and  flowers 
Rejoice  in  young  creation's  dawning  hours. 

Tree,  insect,  beast,  and  bird 

Attest  the   incarnate   Word; 

Truly  in  these  as  when 

He  comes,  the  light  of  men ; 
Planting  in  every  breast  the  spark  divine, 

Destined  to  shine 

Through  fog,  eclipse,  and  storm,  till  it  display 
The  illumination  of  the  perfect  day; 
That  perfect  day  that  sees  man  one  with  God. 
But,  since  the  long,  long,  path  that  must  be  trod 
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Is  steep,  obscure,  and  rough,  the  eternal  Power, 
That  brings  to  every  form  its  crown  and  flower, 
Anticipated  evolution's  course, 
And  bridged  the  gulf  by  pure  creative  force; 
Set,  once  for  all,  the  perfect  type  of  man : — 
JEonisl  work  comprised  in  one  life-span; 
And  gave  to  men,  to  fix  their  vagrant  aims, 
One  pure  ideal ; — a  Name  above  all  names. 
This  is  the  Saviour,  Christ,  the  incarnate  Word ; 
Known,  or  unknown,  through  all  the  ages,  Lord. 
To  set  forth  God  as  father  and  as  friend; 
This  the  Son's  work, and  this  his  mission's  end; 
To  bring  to  man  the  knowledge  that  redeems 
From  night-mare  fantasies,  and  evil  dreams 
Of  God  as  tyrant,  and  of  man  as  slave, 
Whom  from  his  wrath  blood-sacrifices  save. 
Now  men  let  fall  their  chains,  and  raise  their 

eyes, 

Purged  by  the  great  Revealer,  to  the  skies. 
Vexed  questions  cease,  and  doubts  are  laid  to 

rest; 

'Tis  life,  not  logic,  that  resolves  them  best. 
Though  evil  flourish  still;  we  doubt  no  more 
Of  God's  eternal  goodness,  on  that  score; 
We  ask  not  now  for  evil's  primal  cause; 
But  safely  on  the  hither  brink  we  pause 
Of  such  abysmal  searchings:  foot-hold  sure 
We  have,  and  strength  is  given  us  to  endure; — 
Since  now  we  know  that  God  is  on  our  side 
In  the  great  battle,  let  what  will  betide. 
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Shrined  in  the  temple  of  our  human  form, 
He  faced  the  fury  of  the  fiendish  storm; 
Gathered  in  his  own  breast  the  forked  spears 
Of  lurid  lightnings  from  the  infernal  spheres: 
Through  pain  and  anguish  gazed  upon  the  grave ; 
And  bowed  his  head  beneath  death's  leaden 

wave: 

Triumphant  thus !    On  him  the  evil  power 
Its  malice  wreaked,  and  had  its  fateful  hour; 
But  could  not  crush  his  soul  to  hopeless  hell, 
Nor  its  calm  strength  and  soaring  wing  could 

quell. 

Now  in  his  strength  we  walk :  with  him  we  go 
Through  the  death-shadows  and  the  vales  of  woe. 
We  stagger  upwards,  and  our  weary  feet 
Must  rest  at  last  where  shines  his  blissful  seat : 
Sure   vision,   though   but   half   perceived,    and 

dim; — 
He  being  one  with  God,  and  we  with  Him. 

I  challenge  not  this  theosophic  scheme, 
Built  to  the  music  of  our  fairest  dream, 
Of  immanent  divinity  that  gives 
Its  upward  striving  life  to  all  that  lives. 
Nor  will  I  ask  why  God  must  strive  or  strain. 
A  purpose  to  effect,  or  end  to  gain ; 
Being  almighty ;  since  we  now  have  seen 
The  utmost  that  misleading  term  can  mean 
The  cosmic  power  can  do  whate  'er  is  done : 
But  in  this  doctrine  of  the  incarnate  Son, 
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Methinks  'tis  possible  to  find  a  flaw, 
That  contravenes  the  rule  of  steadfast  law. 
Nature,  per  saltum,  nothing  does,  we  own: 
Is  God  impatient  in  one  realm  alone? 
Could  he  not  wait  the  blossom  and  the  fruit ; 
Divine  from  man,  as  human  from  the  brute? 
This  fixing  of  one  type  for  the  Divine; 
Making  one  only  human  form  its  shrine; 
May  give  a  resting-place  and  mental  ease; 
But  Nature  moves  on  larger  lines  than  these. 
She  leads  us  onwards  with  ideals  too; 
Eliminating  old,  evolving  new. 

Ideals  touch  heaven  and  God. 

I  say  not  "no." 

But  not  for  God  nor  heaven  may  we  forego 
Our  duty  of  analysis,  keen-edged, 
To  test  whatever  dogmas  are  alleged 
Divinely  given.    But  this  one  doubly  fails, 
Built  up  of  clearly  legendary  tales. 
These,  from  man's  utmost  need  of  the  Divine, 
Sprang  up  and  grew,  while  yet  no  boundary  line 
Marked  fact  from  fiction,  e'er,  with  surer  hand, 
Science  essayed  to  map  her  promised  land. 
Gods  all  too  false,  and  Caesars  all  too  real, 

Drove  men  to  pray  for  some  diviner  guide: 
Down  crushed  by  wrong,  they  greeted  the  ideal, 

The  Saviour,  God  incarnate,  crucified. 
An  inspiration  worthily  enshrined 
In  fitting  legend,  noblest  of  its  kind. 
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But  now  this  shell,  translucent  once  and  white, 

Lets  through  too  little  of  the  inner  light, 

Or  passes  it  distorted  to  our  eyes, 

By  science  made  more  critically  wise ; 

And  though  light  beams    from    some    diviner 

source, 
We  test  its  quality,  and  search  its  course. 

So,  concrete  fact  rejected  with  disdain, 
We  trust  some  airy  phantom  of  the  brain, 
Called  an  ideal. 

True,  the  sceptic  doubt 

Disturbs  ideals,  and  blots  their  brightness  out. 
Nor  stops  it  there,   but  gnaws   with  mordant 

tooth 

The  narrative  received  as  sacred  truth. 
Legends  recover  not,  once  fairly  slain; 
But  dimmed  ideals  give  out  light  again, 
When  melts  the  sceptic  mood :  then,  winged  with 

light, 

And  robed  in  loveliness,  they  come  to  sight, 
Displaying — 

phantoms  and  fantastic  views, 
To  take  or  to  reject,  as  each  may  choose. 

What!   change  we   parts?     Do   you   disparage 

faith, 
While  I  give  ear  to  what  the  Spirit  saith  ? 
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I  do  but  ask  for  some  historic  grounds, 

By  rule  surveyed,  and  marked  with  metes  and 

bounds. 

Faith,  for  her  faltering  feet,  demands  a  rock 
That  sways  not  with  the  wind.     How  can  she 

knock 

At  doors  that  close  against  the  man  divine, 
About  whose  form  her  loving  arms  entwine : 
Who,  with  the  Father,  ceaseless  process  gives 
To  the  one  Spirit,  Life  of  all  that  lives? 

One  Spirit !    Yes :  its  process  and  its  source, 
Be  what  they  may,  I  own  this  living  force; 
This  ever  working  manifested  power, 
In  wind  and  wave,  in  tree,  and  leaf,  and  flower ; 
In  crystal,  fish,  and  serpent,  beast  and  bird; 
And  last  in  man  and  woman.    Ah !  this  third, 
Subordinated  person  of  the  creed, — 
This  we  must  own  a  living  power  indeed, 
Feeling  its  presence,  solemn,  deep,  serene ; 
Least  to  be  doubted  of  all  things  unseen — 

I  contemplate  the  causeless  cosmic  cause 

Past  contemplation,  awful,  infinite: 
To  which  Space  is  not,  and  Time  never  was; 

Hid  in  the  darkness  of  essential  light. 
Ineffable!    At  its  appointed  hour, 

Breathes  it  a  thought,  and  lo !  all  things  exist  ? 
Rests  it, — withdrawing  the  creative  power, 

And  all  things  vanish  like  a  melting  mist? 
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Idle  to  speculate,  and  vain  to  talk; 

Futile  upon  infinity  to  think: 
Doth  not  each  effort  our  conceptions  balk; 

Each  step  but  lead  us  to  confusion's  brink? 
Cease  we  from  this  unprofitable  quest 

Of  spirit,  infinite  and  absolute; 
But  let  us  search  out  Spirit  manifest ; 

Its  presence  sure,  though  undiscerned  its  root. 
Its  presence  sure;  though  ill-laid  doubts  arise, 

And  Hope,  within  her  inmost  chamber,  chilled, 
Appeals  in  vain  to  unresponsive  skies, 

And  Nature's  choral  harmonies  are  stilled. 
Weak  mood;  best  balanced  by  its  opposite, 

When  bounds  the  blood  in  its  exultant  course, 
And  mere  existence  is  supreme  delight, 

A  spring  of  ever  renovated  force. 
These  moods  are  ours:  but  whence  does  Nature 
bring 

The  power  that  works  in  them  and  us,  and 

steals 

Through  all  her  frame  from  some  mysterious 
spring, 

Which  she,  the  great  Illusionist,  conceals? 
Conceals,  yet  manifests  in  plainest  wise, 

The  power  that  mirrors  in  her  changing  skies 
Some  hints  of  its  unchanging  loveliness. 
Earth  to  its  presence  testifies  no  less, 
In  all  her  mountains,  caves,  and  lakes,  and  seas ; 
Her  gems  and  flowers,  her  birds  and  forest  trees. 
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Giver  of  Life !    Thee  they  proclaim,  the  source 
Of  ever  living,  upward-striving  force. 
Creative  Spirit!  let  no  questions  vain 

Come   'twixt  my  soul  and  Thee.     I  have  no 

strife 
With  Nature 's  plan ;  nor  yet  would  I  complain 

Of  evils  mingled  in  the  cup  of  life. 
Yet  would  I  strive,  in  all  the  mighty  scheme, 

And  endless  maze,  to  trace  thy  work  and  way ; 
Through  these  illusive  forms ;  for  well  I  deem 
That  thou,  Oh !  Spirit,  can  'st  not  be  as  they. 
I  search  not  through  the  realms  of  space, 
Where  in  slow  aeons  worlds  are  made, 
And  in  remoter  asons  fade ; 

But  in  the  face 

Of  Nature,  on  this  terrene  home, 
Where,  canopied  by  heaven's  blue  dome, 
We  may,  if  but  we  will,  be  free 
To  every  influence  from  Thee — 
The  sunlight  upon  ocean  dancing; 

The  glory  shed  from  summer  skies; 
The  yet  more  potent  love-light  glancing 

In  woman's  too  victorious  eyes. 
The  wonder  and  the  witchery 
Of  this  unf  athomed  loveliness 
Smite  with  too  keen  a  stress 
Hearts  burdened  with  the  sense 
Of  all  the  woe  and  misery 
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Mixed  with  the  threads  of  life's  too  tangled 

skein : 

Is  not  the  poor  pretence 
Of  joy  in  beauty  slain, 
Though  one  should  make  it  plain, 
In    the    marred    web,    how    many    ill-wrought 

strands 

Are  shot  across  the  warp  by  our  unskilful  hands  ? 
Not  thus  then  can'st  thou  give 

What  we  must  ever  seek: 
The  light  and  strength  to  live, 

When  head  and  heart  are  weak. 
Alas!    This  goddess,  Beauty,  never  brings 
Salvation,  though  she  shines  and  sings, 
Heaven  in  her  eyes,  and  magic  in  her  tone: 

She  must  not  rule  alone. 
She  hideth  poison  in  her  subtle  charms, 
For  souls  that  headlong  fly  to  her  voluptuous 

arms. 

Brothers  and  sisters !  Shall  not  we 
Face,  with  undaunted  hearts,  and  open  eyes, 
The  weltering  squalor  that  we  see 
Beneath  unpitying  skies? 
Shall  we  not  bravely  look  within, 
Though  all  too  sure  to  find 
There,  of  all  subtle  sin, 
Infecting  human  kind, 
The  latent  seeds; 
Germs  of  all  evil  deeds 
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That  are,  or  ever  have  been  done 
Beneath  the  unregarding  sun? 
Therefore,  no  more  can  hate  or  scorn 
For  ever  in  our  hearts  be  born. 
The  sordid  world,  with  all  its  sin, 
Calls  for  our  aid,  and  claims  us  kin: 
And  we, — yes,  we, — with  radiant  face, 
And  open  arms,  the  world  embrace; 
And  strive  to  lift  it  to  some  height, 
More  purified  by  love  and  light. 

Prevailing  Spirit!    Immanent;  Divine! 
This  strong  and  renovating  breath  is  thine. 
Thine  is  the  power  that  helps  our  inward  gaze, 
Striving  to  pierce  the  dull  and  leaden  haze 
Of  the  false  thoughts,  and  fancies,  hopes  and 

fears, 

"We  take  for  our  true  selves :  but  when  it  clears, 
Revealed,  a  better,  higher  self  we  see, 
Lost  in  thy  light,  and  know  it  one  with  Thee. 
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Athena  met  me  at  her  palace  gate ; 

And  I  bowed  down  and  worshipped: — "Oh I 

my  Queen!" 
Then  my  lips  faltered,  for  her  regal  state 

Passed  all  that  in  high  vision  I  had  seen. 

Magnificent  her  mien:  her  radiant  brow 
Lightly  sustained  the  coruscating  helm, 

Plumed  with  soft  cloud  too  thickly  to  allow 
Its  blinding  light  the  sense  to  overwhelm. 

"Within  her  curved  arm  leaned  her   glittering 

spear, 

To  every  form  of  baseness  flashing  death ; 
Glared  from  her  breast  the  Gorgon  face  of  fear, 
Chilling    false    hearts,    and    freezing    lying 
breath. 

The  upgathered  fullness  of  her  garment  hung 
Festooned     on       her     white     arm;     its     fold? 

displayed 

Dimly  the  lines  of  her  chaste  limbs:  no  tongue 
Can  tell  the  glory  that  her  form  arrayed. 

Her  aegis-guarded  bosom's  rhythmic  swell 
Stirred  like  the  heaving  of  a  waveless  sea: 

The  sinuous  lines  of  neck  and  shoulder  fell 
In  wondrous  curves  of  grace  and  majesty. 
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All  this  the  sense  might  bear;  but  through  the 

sense, 

Through  to  the  spirit's  inner  temple  smote 
Her  eyes'  unutterable  influence, 

That  swept  me  from  the  earth,  and  made  me 
float 

In  haze,  whose  undulations  rose  and  fell 
In  mystic  echoing  whispers  to  my  soul; 

Striving  of  things  ineffable  to  tell, 
As  through  the  chambers  of  the  brain  they 
stole. 

Until  her  clear  voice  called  me  back  again, 
As  there  she  stood,  superb,  sublime  to  see; 

And  calmly  questioned  me: — "What  would 'st 

thou  then? 
Strong  heart  is  needed  to  appeal  to  me." 

But  when  I  looked  upon  her  queenly  face, 
Rebuking  mortal  weakness;  I  replied: 

"Ah!  let  me  go:  for  I  may  not  embrace 
Thy  sandalled  feet,  nor  in  thy  courts  abide." 

Then  thus  the    Goddess: — "Yet   bethink    thee 

well, 

If,  having  seen  me,  thou  can  'st  hope  to  find, 
Hereafter,  freedom  from  the  haunting  spell 
Of    Wisdom's   whisperings   to   thy    troubled 
mind." 

63 


SOMNIUM  VAGUM 

Then,  with  a  sigh  that  loosed  my  tongue,  I  spake : 
"I  know  I  die  without  thee;  but  the  might 

Of  thy  keen  word, — hath  it  not  power  to  shake, 
And  shatter  utterly  my  soul's  delight? 

"For  I  on  fair  and  golden  dreams  have  fed; 

Of  stately  realms,  with  all  things  lovely  rife; 
Where  Wisdom 's  path  to  Beauty 's  temple  led ; 

And  Art's  own  hand  poured  out  the  wine  of 
life. 

"  Where  Greek  isles  floated  in  the  molten  blue 
Of  blended  sea  and  sky;  and  wooded  hills 

Slept  in  the  sunshine  all  the  summer  through, 
Nursing  the  melody  of  hidden  rills. 

"The  ancient  glories  came  again  at  call: 
Intoxicate  with  beauty,  Athens  came, 

Where,  high  above  thy  fane  and  sculptured  wall, 
Thy  mighty  spear  pierced  the  blue  heaven  like 
flame. 

"The  great  in  council  and  in  camp,  who  flung 
Back  the  dull  tides  of  Asia's  blighting  life, 

What  time  the  hopes  of  all  the  nations  hung 
Upon  the  issues  of  that  perilous  strife. 

* '  The  noble  life  that  lived  through  the  fair  land, 
In  marble  and  on  canvas,  when  her  heart, 

Victorious  throbbed  at  the  divine  command; 
And  triumphed  in  that  ecstasy  of  art. 
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1 '  Sages  and  poets,  whom  the  world  hath  crowned 
Kings  of  all  time,  with  its  Olympic  wreath ; 

Whose  calm  eyes  searched  life 's  mystery  around, 
And  light  evoked  from  the  abyss  beneath. 

"Then   Rome  oppressed  and  filled  all  fancy's 

page; 

Her  noble  growth,  her  empire,  her  foul  shame ; 
Her  grandeur,  strong  to  awe  a  distant  age, 
And,    stained    and    sordid,    yet   uphold    her 
fame. 

' '  Then  the  new  nations,  trampling  on  her  grave ; 

Holding,  in  their  fierce  strength  and  lack  of 

ruth, 
And  stormy  turmoil,  yet  a  power  to  save, 

Whereby  a  world  out-worn  renewed  its  youth. 

"And  young  Romance,   with  mighty  glamour, 

cheats 

The  eye,  with  castles  through  dim  vistas  seen ; 
With  horses,  hounds,  and  hawks,  and  knightly 

feats, 

Done    all    for    guerdon    from    the    tourney's 
queen. 

"By  woman's  witchery  chivalry  upsprang, 

And  smote  her  lance  upon  her  sounding  shield : 
Her  clear  voice  like  a  silver  clarion  rang, 
And  called  Love,  Faith,  and  Honour  to  the 
field. 
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"Pearl-like  she  passed  where  flames  of  battle 

burned, 
Amidst  storm  clouds  of  blood,  and  smoke  of 

hell; 

All  which  the  magic  of  her  presence  turned 
To  light  and  glory: — so  the  tempest  fell 

"In  jewelled  splendour  round  her  golden  hair: 
Her  eyes  beamed  promise  of  fair  things  to  be : 

And  earth  seemed  cleansed  of  foulness,  and  the 

air 
Was  musical  with  song  and  minstrelsy. 

"But  soon  her  chariot  bore  her  far  away; 

Her  diamond-axled  wheels  no  longer  gleamed: 
The  world,  abandoned,  sunk  in  sadness,  lay: 

Nought  could  come  after  her,  I  surely  deemed. 

"But  dawning  intellect  for  freedom  fought; 

A  fittful  flame,  through   clouds   of  blinding 

smoke ; 
Until,  by  inward  force  inspired  and  taught, 

She  burst  her  bonds,  and  cast  away  the  yoke. 

"With  ever  growing  flame  she  shineth  now; 

Science  her  name, — intelligence  serene: 
The  stars  of  heaven  are  clustered  round  her  brow, 

And  earth  salutes  her,  its  unquestioned  queen. 
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"But  with  her  waxing  light  earth's  darkness 
grows 

More  manifest;  the  pitiless  cold  glare 
Reveals  life's  leprous  foulness  and  its  woes; 

For  pain  or  joy  this  queen  hath  little  care. 

"Her  office  but  to  light;  and  she  hath  shown 
To  men  the  lucid  secret  of  her  lore : 

Her  gifts  increase,  but  more  hath  evil  grown, 
And  every  form  of  squalid  vileness  more. 

"All  courtly  pomp  enshrined  an  inner  worth 
In  the  old  stately  days ;  and  heavenly  powers 

Were  felt  about  the  altars  of  the  earth; 

Their  lights  and  incense  and  their  wreathed 
flowers. 

"That  ancient  inspiration  now  is  dead, 
And  throne  and  altar  hide  a  rotten  core : 

The  faiths  that  once  illumined  life  have  fled ; 
And  God  and  woman  lift  men's  hearts    no 
more. 

"So  in  the  weltering  wreck  all  things  of  worth, 
One  after  other,  slide  to  swift  decline: 

Men  slay  the  joy  and  beauty  of  the  earth, 
And  plunge  to  death  like  demon-driven  swine. 

"But,  whether  thus  in  loathsome  rout,  they  go; 

Or  in  heroic  guise,  with  stately  pace, 
And  solemn  ceremony,  marching  slow, 

A  robe  of  sorrow  veiling  every  face — 
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"They  pass  to  one  abyss:  there  is  not  found 
A  house  of  strength  wherein  the  soul  may 

bide; 
But  venomous  vapours  enter  all  around, 

And  to  hell's  depths   the   loose  foundations 
glide — 

"Oh!    might    one    dwell    with    thee,    serenest 
Queen ! 

Secure  in  realms  of  everlasting  rest : — 
But  now  thine  eye  rebukes  me : — I  have  been 

Pursuer  of  a  vain  and  fatuous  quest." 

"Doth  not  the  path  lie  clear," — Athena  said: — 
"Now,  as  when  Heracles,  on  (Eta's  height, 

His  agony  of  fire  and  poison  shed, 
And  passed  to  immortality  and  light? 

"Where  are  thy  strangled  serpents?    Hast  thou 

slain 

Oppressing  monsters  and  devouring  beasts; 
And  cleansed  Augean  filth  and  suffered  pain, 
That    thou    should 'st    sit    at    the  Olympian 
feasts?" 

"Ah!  Queen,"  I  said, — "would  that  the  times 

were  so 

As  then,  when  clear  of  sight,  and  unperplexed, 
A  man  might  deal  some  wrong   a   downright 

blow, 

And  give  deliverance  to  the  nations  vexed. 
68 


SOMNIUM  VAGUM 

' '  But  now,  what  light  or  hope,  when  life 's  abyss, 
Seething,  upcasts  from  infinite  depths  of  ill 

New  baleful  forms  that  ever  shriek  and  hiss, 
Baffling  man's  wit,  and  palsying  his  will? 

"Now  greed,  and  hate,  and  ignorance  conspire 
Thy  worship  and  calm  sanctity  to  flout : 

I  seem  to  see  thy  temple  whelmed  in  mire, 
And,     like    bleached    bones,     its    fragments 
strewed  about." 

Then  she: — "See  thou  seek  not   in  scorn  thy 
shield, 

When  beauty's  magic  fails  to  bring  delight; 
Not  with  such  armour  be  thy  bosom  steeled 

Against  the  terrors  of  the  spirit's  might. 

"When  did  Cecropian  Pallas  point  her  spear 
To  luscious  bowers  of  contemplative  bliss : 

Nor  rather  to  the  empyrean  sphere, 

Where  the  sun's  rays  its  kindling  point  night 
kiss? 

"To  contemplate  eternal  verities, 

Is  the  soul's  strength,  for  her  with  strength 

to  use; 
Nor,  where  the  path  through  good  and  evil  lies, 

The  stress  and  toil  of  choice  for  dreams  refuse. 
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"Else  shall  she  lapse  from  her  high  seat  and 
place : 

The  cosmic  powers,  against  her  all  arrayed, 
Shall  tear  her  robe  from  her  shame-stricken  face, 

And  cast  her  out,  astonished  and  dismayed. 

"Who  took  all  history  for  a  scenic  sight; 

A  feast  for  Fancy  in  her  banquet  hall ; 
Nor  sought  to  find  the  ever  living  light 

That  throws  those  lustrous  shadows  on  the  wall. 

' '  Whose  ray  and  source  unless  the  soul  discern, 
Her  air-built  structure  crumbles  into  dust; 

Her  golden  hopes  to  bitterness  shall  turn, 
And  all  her  joy  to  sadness  and  disgust. 

"Seek  thou  the  light,  or  else  despair  and  die: 
No  other  way  for  thee  the  Fates  allow ; 

Unless  to  wallow  in  a  sensual  stye, 

Nor  ask  of  life  its  whither,  why,  or  how. 

"Light  from  the  face  of  God  for  ever  flows; 

Thread-like,  or  broadening  into  perfect  day; 
As  less  or  more  the  faithfulness  of  those 

Whose  souls  vibrate  responsive  to  its  ray — 

"I,  Wisdom,  dwelt  with  God,  before  the  earth 
Bloomed  with  her  flowers,  or  clad  herself  with 

trees : 

I  brought  her  form  and  beauty  to  their  birth : 
I  raised  her  mountain  peaks,  and  curbed  her 
seas. 
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"Among  the  nations,  since,  my  foot  hath  trod; 

Where,  veiled  by  mists  that  their  dull  heart 

prepares, 
I  yet  illume  for  them  some  truth  of  God, 

Whereby  they  live,  if  life  may  yet  be  theirs. 

"For  each  hath  seen  me  in  the  form  that  best 
Revealed  me  to  the  souls  most  brave  and  true ; 

So  they  wrought  out  their  life-tasks,  strong, 

and  blest, 
Whilst  faithful  to  the  highest  thing  they  knew. 

"So  Athens  lived  on  her  inspiring  thought 
Of  Pallas,  from  the  labouring  brow  of  Zeus 

Forth  springing,  who  to  her  loved  city  brought 
Strength  and  chaste  beauty  for  all  noble  use. 

"Rome  knew  me  when,  in  counsels  of  the  night, 
She  deemed  her  laws  to  Numa  were  revealed : 

Strong  in  my  strength,  she  fought  her  perilous 

fight,  . 
And  trusted  in  the  heaven-descended  shield — 

"'The  nations  knew  me   when   I   called  them 
forth, 

To  bow  before  the  Nazarene  ideal ; 
Which  the  o'erburdened  and  long  anxious  earth 

Yet  travaileth,  in  hope  to  make  it  real. 

* '  The  new  time  doth  me  homage :  I  reveal 
The  laws  whereby  the  cosmos  keeps  its  course ; 
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And  now  high  thoughts,  and  wondrous  visions 

steal 

Into    men's    hearts,    and    work    with    subtle 
force — 

"Daughter  of  God!  I  come  in  varied  guise: 
About  my  coming  clouds  and  light  appear: 

This  I  draw  with  me  from  my  native  skies; 
Those    gather    round    me    from    the    earthly 
sphere — 

"I  am  the  Word,  that  maketh  manifest, 

With  crescent  orb,  the  eternal  light  and  life; 

Ever  evoking  all  of  Nature's  best, 
From  tidal  floods  of  desolating  strife. 

"From  lower  forms  to  higher,  through  the  scale 
Ascending  to  the  ordered  life  of  man: 

The  good  endowed  and  destined  to  prevail, 
Through  the  slow  years  of  the  evolving  plan — 

"Draw  then  from  stately  vistas  of  the  past 
High  inspiration  for  the  present  strife; 

For  surely  now  the  world  proceedeth  fast 
To  larger  issues,  and  to  fuller  life 

"Then   Hellas    knew.      Twin   heavenly   powers 
unite 

To  shape  and  raise  for  men  the  blest  ideal : 
Almighty  Love,  and  Science,  with  her  light, 

The  coming  kingdom  to  all  hearts  reveal — 
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"If  thou  had'st  sought,  with  strenuous  aim,  to 
learn 

What  things  Athenian  Pallas  had  to  teach, 
Then  should  thy  purged  eyes  verily  discern 

The  better  light  that  noble  spirits  reach. 

"But  thou  in  gilded  galleries  of  art 
Hast  pleased  thyself,  until  life's  seething  tide, 

Rising  from  squalid  street  and  sordid  mart, 
Hath  sapped  thy    house,    and    wrecked    its 
dainty  pride. 

"Go,  then,  to  sordid  mart,  and  squalid  street, 
And  with  thy  lamp  to  lustre  turn  their  mire ; 

And  help  dull  hearts  and  blinded  eyes  to  greet 
The  coming  day,  Humanity's  desire. 

' '  For  the  hours  pass ;  and  man  and  God  demand, 
For  all  earth's  sons  and  daughters  rightful 
share 

In  the  rich  promise,  which,  for  every  land, 
The  flushing  East  doth  visibly  prepare." 

Then,  as  she  ceased,  I  saw  her  glory  go: 
Her  spear-tip,  flashing  in  the  murky  air, 

Shed  the  last  glimmer  of  its  light;  and  so 
She  left  me  lonely,  sad,  and  listless  there. 

But,  when  I  slowly  raised  desponding  eyes, 
Her  palace  still,  in  opalescent  haze, 
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Appeared  to  float,  and  from  its  walls  to  rise, 
Into  the  evening  air,  a  hymn  of  praise. 

And  in  that  haze  all  things  transfigured  were: 
In  golden  mist  the  palace  gates  and  walls, 

Dissolving,  showed  dim  forms  of  beauty  rare, 
And  iridescent  domes,  and  shining  halls — 

Unoutlined   forms,    and   colours   undefined; 

The  shadowy  frontier  of  a  land  of  light ; 
Of  power  to  sweetly  captivate  the  mind, 

And  chase  the  terrors  of  the  spirit's  night — 

And  still  the  fairy  fabric  seemed  to  float, 
An  isle  of  splendour  in  the  shrouding  haze; 

As  drifts  from  moorings  some  proud  pleasure 

boat, 
Equipped  for  festive  nights  and  idle  days. 

From  whose  white  deck,  as  languidly  she  goes, 
Steals    back,    across    calm    waters,    sound    of 

song; 

So  from  those  stately  turrets  softly  rose 
Sweet    notes    that    might    to    choirs    divine 
belong. 

Meeting  melodiously  the  straining  ear, 

Like  silver  bells  in  far  off  towers  that  swing, 

Faintly  at  first,  but  ever  yet  more  clear, 
In  words  articulate  they  seemed  to  sing — 
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Wisdom  from  her  orient  palace 
Walketh  forth  with  golden  chalice, 
Bearing  wine  of  heaven's  fermenting, 

Brimming  o'er  the  jewelled  cup: 
"Whoso  tasteth,  straight  repenting 

Of  the  dead  past,  looketh  up; 
Careth  now,  O!  never  more, 

For  the  joys  whose  false  pretences 
Lapped  and  lulled  the  soul  before, 

Sweeping  through  the  captured  senses. 
Now  a  newer  vision  fills 
The  wakened  soul  that  loves  and  wills : 
The  fevered  dreams  that  slew  repose 
Are  fled;  it  wills  because  it  knows. 

Men,  consumed  by  vain  desire, 
Smitten  by  her  holy  fire, 
Startled  by  her  queenly  face; 
Ah!  they  must  relinquish  all; 
Must  her  sacred  feet  embrace, 

Prostrate  in  her  temple  fall: 
Nay,  but  they  will  not  behold  her; 

Will  not  look  when  she  doth  call ; 
Fear  the  splendours  that  enfold  her; 

Turn  their  faces  to  the  wall. 

But  to  him  who  draweth  near, 
Welcoming  her  calm  rebuke, 

Strong  desire  subduing  fear, 
Earnest  on  her  face  to  look: 
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She  than  Ares  is  more  mighty, 
Fairer  far  than  Aphrodite; 
She  sustaineth  patient  Psyche; 
On  her  helm  is  written  NIKE: 
Through  the  spheres  her  voice  shall  ring ; 
Sure  salvation  she  shall  bring. 

Can  strains  heroic  stream  from  Circe's  isle, 
Where  flowery  paths  seduce  too  willing  feet? 

Or  Pallas'  voice  from  that  ethereal  pile, 
So  sumptuous,  soft,  and  delicately  sweet? 

Yea,  this  must  be ;  for,  where  her  glory  plays, 
The  enchantment  of  a  weaker  art  shall  cease; 

And  hath  it  not  been  said  that  all  her  ways 
Are  pleasantness,  and  all  her  paths  are  peace  ? 

Then,    answering   all   my   thought,   the   solemn 
strain, 

Uplifted,  and  uplifting,  swept  the  sky; 
Strong  to  impel  and  mightily  sustain 

The  soul  that  longs  its  demons  to  defy. 

Within  thy  depths,  0 !  Soul ! 
The  undiscovered  depths  which  yet  shall  fill 
Through  all  their  dim  recesses ; 
When  once  the  tide  that  blesses, 

Truth's  golden  tide,  shall  roll 
In  at  thy  gates,  and  through  thy  chambers  steal ; 
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And  all  thy  whispering  galleries  shall  thrill 
With  spheral  harmonies,  and  thou  shalt  feel, 
There,  in  thy  inmost  citadel, 
The  breath  of  cosmic  powers  that  dwell 
Whole  in  each  part;  and  if  thou  listen  well, 
Thy  ear  shall  hear  the  infinite  music  swell, 
Like  Ocean  in  the  unforgetful  shell. 

As  sank  the  solemn  strain,  so  paled  the  light 
Of  that  enchanted  hall;  and,  floating  far 

Within  the  bosom  of  the  sombre  night, 
It  twinkled  there,  an  ordinary  star. 

So  do  our  radiant  visions  pass  away, 
And  leave  us  to  the  tension  and  the  stress, 

Which  the  calm  Night  refuses  to  allay, 
When    she    spreads    out    her   old   mysterious 
dress. 

Who  shall  assign  to  Fantasy  a  bound, 
Past  which  her  airy  footstep  may  not  rove  ? 

Where  is  the  rare  transcendent  vision  found, 
But  through  her  warp,  with  her  own  weft  was 
wove? 

What   steadfast   star,    of    all    yon    clustering 

crowds, 

Might  not  be  earthward  drawn  by  Fancy's 
spell, 
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Arrayed  in  golden  mist  and  shining  clouds, 
Charged  with  high  themes  for  angel  tongues 
to  tell? 

What  Deity  from  his  Olympian  height, 
But  comes,  obedient  to  Fancy's  call, 

What  time  the  sacred  and  mysterious  Night 
Begins  to  let  her  awful  shadows  fall? 

Then    the    brain's    subtler    currents,    sweeping 

through 
The  tracks  where  undiscovered  thoughts  have 

trod, 

Sudden  reveal  to  hearing  or  to  view 
The  utterance  or  the  vision  of  the  God. 

Must  then  the  vision  be  no  longer  prized; 

Athena's  counsels  manifest  at  length, 
Mere  reveries  of  the  brain,  etherialised 

Through  woman's  lips,  for  sweet  and  suasive 
strength  * 

Ah !  can  it  be  that  nought  but  Fancy  speaks, 
When  to  its  inmost  depths  the  soul  is  stirred; 

And,  raised  on  stronger  wings  to  higher  peaks, 
The  impulse  owns  of  some  life-giving  word? 

Thus  as  I  mused,  on  my  unseeking  eyes 
Bright  daylight  smote ;  and  a  fair  valley  lay, 

Or  seemed  to  lie,  and  sunny  slopes  to  rise 
Before  me,  sleeping  on  a  summer  day. 
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A  valley  quickened  by  the  lordly  sun, 
And  gathering  in  to  its  soft  lap  the  spoil 

That  he  from  every  land  and  clime  had  won, 
Where'er  his  car  had  passed  with  daily  toil. 

Here  were  soft  upland  downs,  and  noble  trees, 
And  blue-bells,  carpeting  the  silvan  glades; 
And  groves  that  promised  breath  of  fragrant 

breeze ; 

And  sunlight  flickering  through  the  pleasant 
shades. 

And  vine,  and  fig,  and  olive  told  a  tale 
Of  Italy,  or  Greece;  and  India  gave 

Her  tropic  wealth :  no  splendour  seemed  to  f  ail, 
Or  grace  of  hill  or  forest,  stream,  or  cave — 

The  magic  influence  caused  the  eyes  to  look, 
Amidst  the  trees,  for  the  yet  living  Pan ; 

Or  white-limbed   Naiads,   where   the    gleaming 

brook 
Through  the  rich  windings  of  the  valley  ran. 

But  neither  Pan  nor  any  God  was  nigh; 

Nor  any  glancing  Nymph  was  seen  or  heard; 
Nor  in  the  woods  was  any  melody, 

Nor  song  of  any  music-making  bird. 

Nor  hunter's  cry,  nor  horn,  nor  hound,  at  hand; 
Nor    man's  nor  woman's   voice,   to  bring  a 
sweet 

79 


SOMNIUM  VAGUM 

And  human  blessing  to  that  lonely  land, 

Which  now  no  longer  could  my  spirit  cheat — 

No  scent  of  flowery  lawn  or  fragrant  wood ; 

No  insect  hum,  nor  murmur  of  -the  stream ; 
Nor  leaflet's  rustle:  all  the  landscape  stood 

Enchanted,  soundless,  a  benumbing  dream. 

Nature!  thou  arch-deceiver: — can  I  feast 
Mine  eyes  upon  a  scene  no  human  breath 

Can  warm;  nor  joyous  life  of  bird  or  beast: 
A  spangled  veil  upon  the  face  of  death? 

Take    too    the    noiseless    woods,    the    scentless 

flowers ; 
Take  the  green  grass;  leave  nothing  but  the 

stones, 
And   caves,    and   granite   rocks,    and   shapeless 

towers ; 
And  let  me  sit  amidst  creation's  bones — 

Then,  at  my  thought,  green  grass,  and  brightest 
flower, 

And  leaf,  and  tree,  and  forest,  faded  fast; 
As  though  the  breath  of  some  malignant  power 

Had  swept  them  with  annihilating  blast — 

And  the  sun  shrank  and  sickened,  and  the  sky 
Was  turned  to  lead;  and  the  cold  fog  came 
down. 
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On  desolate  naked  crags ;  and  to  the  eye 

All   things   seemed  blighted  under   Nature's 
frown — 

Alone!  alone!     Is  this  Athena's  curse 
Upon  the  indolent  voluptuous  soul, 

That  pampered  her  poor  self,  and  lived  to  nurse 
Her  dainty  joys,  and  knew  no  higher  goal? 

For  her  shall  cease  the  breath  of  human  love ; 

For    her    shall    fade    the    fragrance    of    her 

flowers : 
To  her  shall  come  no  home-returning  dove; 

To  caves  of  ice  are  turned  her  summer  bowers. 

For  her  the  planet  desolate  shall  roll 

In  unappointed  paths  through  empty  space, 

Linked  by  no  music  to  the  tuneful  whole, 

The  joyous  orbs  that  bless  Night's  holy  face — 

Oh !  doom  of  terror !  and  self-made !   But  then 
A  self-made  doom  may  be  by  self  reversed; 

And  the  strong  soul  tread  back  her  steps  again, 
When    she    has    found    the    lowest,    felt   the 
worst — 

Strong  to  assert  her  oneness  with  the  Power 
That  from  the  hidden  centre  fills  the  All ; 

Shall  she  not  have  her  own  triumphant  hour, 
No  horror  can  dismay,  nor  Hell  appal? 
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Such  thoughts  chaotic  overflowed  my  mind; 
As  when  earth,  strained  and  rent  by  inward 

shocks, 
Relieved  her  bosom  of  the  load  and  lined 

That  region  round  with  shapeless  crags  and 
rocks — 

Then,  as  I  went,  among  the  stones  appeared 
Black  fetid  pools  with  leprous  surface  foul ; 

And     dead     and     rotting     trees     their     forms 

uprearect 
And  in  the  distance  moaned  the  dismal  owl. 

And  hideous  fungous  growths  and  slimy  scum 
Blotched  the  huge  trunks  of  those  decaying 

trees ; 
And    bloated    serpents    hung    festooned    from 

some, 

And   slowly    swung    as    moved    the    sluggish 
breeze. 

Dull  iridescent  meteors  seemed  to  play 

In  the  thick  air  and  on  the  swamp's  foul 

crust; 
And  in  the  loathsomeness  of  that  decay 

Were  poisoned  all  the  springs  of  hope  and 
trust. 

Too  late;   Too  late!  Ah!  to  ignoble  hearts, 
By  the  soft  sweets  of  sensuous  joy  beguiled, 

Nature's  remorseless  law  this  doom  imparts, 
Worse  than  the  hardness  of  the  stony  wild. 
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For  pampered  pleasures  to  corruption  turn; 

And  delicate  delights  are  quenched  in  slime ; 
And  hot  desire  must  impotently  burn; 

And  light  hours  lag,  attending  crippled  Time. 

Thus  did  I  read  the  changes  that  appeared, 

With  mind  attuned  to  dull  indifference, 
And   thoughts  obtuse,  that  neither  hoped  nor 

feared ; 

Only  perceived  the  scenes,  and  marked  their 
sense — 

Then,  in  that  mood,  to  me  there  came  a  breath 
Of  fresher  breezes  sweeping  down  a  slope ; 

And  from  that  dismal  realm  of  living  death 
Onward  I  passed  with  quickened  steps  and 
hope 


Passed  onward  to  another  phantom  scene: 
A  forest  of  dark  pines  spread  far  and  wide; 

With  here  and  there  some  spots  of  softer  green, 
Where   fronded   ferns   displayed   their  grace 
and  pride — 

And  all  things  seemed  as  of  the  morning  time, 
When    the    young    earth,    from    fiery    cloud 
concrete, 

Drew  o'er  her  bosom  in  her  fervid  prime, 
Her  veil  of  earliest  foliage  complete. 
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And  reckless  Nature,  in  her  young  delight, 
And  wild  exuberance  of  creative  power, 

Produced  huge  monsters  of  Titanic  might, 
Earth-shaking,     framed     to     rend     and     to 
devour — 

There,  some  enormous  beast,  in  quest  of  prey, 
Rose  from  his   lair,   and  through  the  forest 
crashed, 

While  meaner  monsters,  shrinking  in  dismay, 
Fled  from  the  havoc  of  his  path  abashed — 

And  flying  dragons  cleft  with  strident  wing, 
And  sky-obscuring  bulk,  the  labouring  air; 

Strange  was  each  form  of  beast,   or  bird,   or 

thing; 
And  all  pre-human  times  confounded  were — 

At  last  the  darkening  path  through  the  thick 
wood 

Led  to  a  cliff  that  rose  before  me  straight : 
Craggy  and  vast  before  my  path  it  stood, 

And  in  its  base  there  was  a  massive  gate. 

And  ape-like  forms  were  nigh,  with  eyes  and 
face 

That  bore  sad  semblance  of  humanity; 
Who,  wistful,  glanced  at  that  mysterious  place; 

And  feared  to  enter,  yet  remained  thereby— 
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So  to  the  gate  I  went,  which  open  stood; 

Obscure  the  passage,  dismal  low,  and  dark ; 
Its  pavement  with  introdden  bones  was  strewed, 

Its  arch  upheld  by  two  stone  figures  stark — 

A  man  and  woman  those  two  pillars  were; 

With  strenuous  limbs,  and  straining  muscles 

set 
The  burden  of  that  monstrous  weight  to  bear, 

With  constant  toil,  nor  any  rest  could  get — 

A  rueful  burden,  mightily  upstayed 

Upon  those  giant  shoulders,  bowed  and  strong : 

Their  clasping  hands  the  arch 's  keystone  made ; 
Their  patient  faces  seemed  to  ask : — how  long  ? 

Within   the   entrance,   through   the   mountain's 
side, 

An  excavated  passage  darkly  led, 
Whose  hollow  way  with  groping  steps  I  tried, 

And  feared  to  find  the  chambers  of  the  dead. 

But  the  faint  glimmer  of  a  seeming  star 

Revealed    the    tunnel 's    distant  mouth ;  and 
then : — 

So  dim,  I  thought  the  first  beginnings  are 
Of  opening  light,  and  ordered  life,  to  men. 

So,    through   dark     channels    creeping    under- 
ground, 

Too  deep  for  history's  ineffectual  ray, 
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From  brute  to  human,  man  a  passage  found, 
And  blindly  struggled  to  the  light  of  day — 

Ah !  to  what  end  ?    But  now  the  luminous  space, 
Increasing  showed  the  open  sky  again; 

And  from   that   narrow   way,   with   quickened 

pace, 
Emerging  I  beheld  an  open  plain — 

"With  lofty  rugged  cliffs  close  ranged  around, 
Stinting  the  azure  circle  of  the  sky ; 

An  amphitheatre,  a  wrestling  ground, 

For  all  the  sons  of  men  their  fate  to  try — 

To  those  high  seats  that  on  the  arena  frown, 
Shall  the  Gods  throng,  alighting  from  their 
skies; 

As  in  Rome's  Colosseum,  looking  down, 
With  watchful  and  inexorable  eyes? 

Or  will  they  guide  ?  Ah !  rare  and  fitful  seem 
The  gleams  of  guidance  on  this  arid  plain; 

Where  men  are  struggling  in  delirious  dream, 
With  hot  desire,  and  ceaseless  toil  and  strain. 

Striving  with  tireless  effort  to  uprear 
A  lofty  structure  on  that  barren  ground, 

Above  yon  hills'  cliff -crested  tops  to  peer, 
And  gaze  into  the  infinite  around — 
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The  fabled  builders  upon  Shinar's  plain, 

Their     speech     confused,     abandoned     their 
design; 

But  these  with  incoherent  toil  maintain 
A  random  work,  nor  any  plan  define — 

A  vast,  irregular,  fantastic  pile, 

That   stretched   a   cumbrous   bulk   upon  the 

plain ; 
A  work  grotesque,  to  make  a  watcher  smile, 

Or  sigh  for  toil  so  pitifully  vain. 

Like  bees  or  ants,  the  workers  throng  to  build, 
But  with  less  wise  design  than  ants  or  bees 

Direct  their  ordered  toil ;  yet  some  are  skilled, 
And  fitful  gleams  of  inspiration  seize — 

Then  may  arise  some  delicate  delight 
Of  sculptured  beauty  or  magnificence; 

Turret  or  oriel,  watching  for  the  night 

To    come    with    solemn    robe    and    thoughts 
intense. 

Yet  still  unblessed;  wrought  by  the  selfish  few, 
Choice  and  select,  who  coarser  work  decline; 

And  leave  the  crowd  of  toilers  to  pursue 
A  sordid  purpose  and  a  dull  design. 

These,  all  unskilled,  their  stones  and  courses  lay ; 
'Mid  strife  and  wrangling  rises  tower  or  wall ; 
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Until  with  dismal  toil  grown  bent  and  grey, 
They  perish  on  their  scaffolding,  and  fall. 

Fall  unremembered,  none  there  is  to  heed, 

And  trampling  feet  intread  their  bleaching 
bones, 

As  newer  bands  and  newer  still  succeed 
To  toil  amidst  the  wilderness  of  stones. 

And  bands  and  groups  confusedly  contend 
For  rival  plans,  until,  by  anger  crazed, 

They  join  in  savage  strife,  nor  make  an  end 
'Till  these  pull  down  what  those  with  pain 
have  raised. 

Pursuing  single  ends,  and  losing  sight 
Of  their  one  aim,  imagined  or  professed, 

Confused  they  welter,  neither  day  nor  night, 
Admitting  hopeful  work  or  soothing  rest. 

So,  when  I  saw  this  seething  multitude 
Of  dismal  slaves  unguided,  hope  and  trust 

Departed  from  me,  and  I  deemed  'twere  good 
That  all  were  quickly  buried  in  the  dust — 

Then  came  a  voice  which  said: — "The  sands  of 

Time 

Run  all  in  vain  against  the  ceaseless  stress 
Of  Nature's  tireless  toil:  the  ages  climb 

Height  after  height,  and  ever  upward  press." 
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A  woman's  voice  it  seemed,  of  dulcet  tones, 
And  silver  cadence,  falling  on  the  ear 

Like  music  in  a  charnel  house  of  bones; 
A  wafted  kiss  from  some  warm  human  sphere. 

But  in  my  mood  I  challenged  it,  and  said: — 
"They  climb  and  climb,  and  when  they  reach 
the  brink, 

They  plunge  to  join  the  unremembered  dead, 
And  in  the  vaults  of  nothingness  they  sink." 

"If   thou, "   she    answered,    "readest    Nature's 
book 

With  such  despairing  eyes,  Ah!  how  can  I, 
Who  through  dim  vistas  of  long  ages  look, 

Endure  the  slow-paced  years  of  agony?" 

"I  too,"  I  said,  "have  held  high  hopes  of  life; 

But,  fading,  they  have  left  the  dismal  fears; 
The  dull,  unceasing,  despicable  strife; 

The  wasted  loves,  the  unavailing  tears. 

"My  soul  hath  visioned  to  herself  the  form 

Of  glorified  humanity,  that  yet 
Should  tread  upon  the  dragon  and  the  worm, 

While  sunward  her  unquailing  eyes  were  set. 

"Then  thronged  upon  me  all  the  dramas  glassed 
On  that  unfathomed  bubble,  human  life; 

Whereat,  like  vapour,  that  great  vision  passed ; 
And  much  I  questioned  if  the  casual  strife 
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"Of  passions,  sensuous  products  of  blind  power, 
By  swift  collision  could  produce  such  scenes 

Of  agony  sublime,  in  one  brief  hour 

Of  life,  that  dies,  unknowing  what  it  means. 

"Or  if  indeed  from  some  supernal  fount 

Of  life,   and  strength,  and  love,  man's  soul 
hath  flowed, 

Destined  again  its  lofty  source  to  mount 
With  treasure  won  from  this  terrene  abode. 

' '  For  in  such  musings  either  thought  might  live ; 

So  high  man 's  heart ;  so  loud  the  trumpet-call 
Of  shining  forms,  that  fold  their  wings  and  give 

No  help  or  comfort  when  they  see  him  fall. 

"But  thou  who  speakest  with  me;  must  thou 

still 

Be  but  a  formless  voice,  whose  magic  brings 
Throughout  my  inmost  soul  a  subtle  thrill, 
And   wakes    to    strange    response    its  hidden 
strings. 

"Which  whispers  that  life's  crown  may  yet  be 
love, 

Triumphantly  transmuting  all  to  good?" 
Then  by  some  unknown  light,  that  from  above 

Fell  on  her  face  and  form,  revealed  she  stood. 

She  was  a  woman  in  the  prime  and  pride 
Of  motherhood,  and  in  her  arms  she  bore 
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A  naked  child;  and  o'er  the  havoc  wide 

She  gazed,  as  on  some  dim  and  distant  shore — 

Her  hair  was  braided  in  a  golden  crown 
Upon  her  graceful  head ;  her  arms  were  bare ; 

About  her  form  her  robe  flowed  loosely  down ; 
And,  ah!  with  blood  her  white  feet  stained 
were. 

Noble  her  mien,  but  yet  with  trouble  marred 
For  god-like  calm  and  triumph  yet  too  weak; 

Like  some  fair  ship  that  with  rough  seas  hath 

warred, 
And  set  to  adverse  winds  her  sails  oblique. 

Her  face  was  sad,  as  if  the  frequent  tear 
Had  glittered  in  her  eye,  and  care,  the  thief, 

Had  preyed  on  her,  and  her  sweet  lip  with  fear 
Had  blanched,  or  quivered  with  resisted  grief. 

But  on  her  brow  high  purpose  kept  its  throne, 
And  in  her  bosom  some  immortal  power 

A  steadfast  seat,  nor  suffered  her  to  own 
The  subjugation  of  the  passing  hour. 

The  flying  years  had  surely  kissed  her  face, 
Each  with  some  delicate  spell  of  gentle  might, 

Some  human  tenderness  or  heavenly  grace, 
Compelling  love,  and  worship,  and  delight. 
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And  when  her  blue  eyes  rested  on  the  boy 

Who  clung  to  her,  with  love  and  light  they 
shone ; 

And  on  a  wave  of  sweet  prophetic  joy 
Distrust,  and  fear,  and  sadness,  all  were  gone — 

A  royal  child  he  seemed,  whose  brow 's  expanse 

Serenely  ruled  the  radiance  of  his  eyes, 
Which,  from  their  azure  depth,  with  steadfast 

glance, 

Searched  all  things  round  in  more  than  baby 
wise — 

In  infant  face  such  strength  and  sweetness 
blent, 

In  equal  words  might  be  pourtrayed  by  none ; 
Nor  such  ideal  any  brush  present 

Save  that  once  wielded  by  Urbino's  son — 

A  little  golden  cross  was  in  his  hand, 

Which,   when   his)  child-soul  yielded   to   the 
stress 

Of  things  without,  and  failed  to  understand, 
He  to  his  rosy  lips  would  straightway  press, 

With  grave  deliberation  in  his  gaze, 

Which  seemed  the  hidden  distance  to  explore ; 
Whilst  Nature  whispered  through  the  echoing 
ways 

Of  his  young  heart  her  own  mysterious  lore — 
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At  last,  with  pleading  hands  outstretched,  I  said : 
' '  Oh !  tell  me,  lady,  who  and  what  thou  art, 

Moving  with  head  erect  and  steadfast  tread 
Where  death  in  life  dismays  the  sinking  heart. 

' '  Mine  eyes  have  communed  with  the  awful  light 
Embodied  in  Athena's  queenly  form; 

And  my  heart  sprang  towards  that  dizzy  height, 
As  springs  an  eagle  to  the  flashing  storm : 

* '  Whence,  soon  repulsed,  to  earth  I  sadly  sank ; 

But  still  mine  eyes,  to  such  ideal  raised, 
Deep  draughts  of  that  surpassing  beauty  drank. 

And  on  the  fringe  of  her  great  glory  gazed — 

"But  scarce  Athena,  splendid  and  superb, 
With  that  celestial  light  upon  her  brow, 

Could  so  avail  my  keen  despair  to  curb, 
And  wake  my  soul  to  lofty  aims,  as  thou: 

"  Because  thou  art  not  too  divinely  far 
For  love,  or  service ;  and  a  man  might  die 

One  shaft  of  anguish  from  thy  breast  to  bar, 
Or  save  thy  foot  one  step  of  agony — 

Then,  with  a  smile  more  sweet  than  flowers  in 
spring, 

She  said : — ' '  Thy  love  and  service  I  accept : 
Service  and  love !    All  other  goods  take  wing  ; 

But  these  shall  in  God's  treasury  be  kept— 
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"We  are  Humanity, — my  child  and  I; — 

And  through  the  long,  long,  years  we  seek  to 
get 

More  of  men 's  love,  that  we  may  rise  thereby 
To  strange  perfection,  undisclosed  as  yet. 

"For  surely  it  must  come  that  men  shall  know 
Themselves  and  me:  Ah!  slow,  slow  hearts  I 
and  I, 

Renewed  with  pulsing  tides  of  love,  shall  grow 
More  strong  and  lovely  as  the  ages  fly. 

"And  this  my  child,  whose  name  is  Promise, 

shows, 
With  bright 'ning  eyes,  Hope's  heavenly  path 

and  gate. 
More  beautiful  my  bud  of  beauty  grows 

As  the  years  pass,  yet  keeps  his  baby  state — 

"And  thou  shalt  see  my  house,  whose  earliest 

course 

Was  laid  when  life's  last  rising  flood  began 
To  surge  and  sweep  with  fresh  creative  force 
Through  fitting  forms,  the  primal  mould  of 
man." 

Then,  like  a  child  who  knows  no  other  lore 
Than  in  his  nurse's  guidance  to  confide, 

I  held  her  flowing  robe,  nor  wished  for  more 
Than  thus  to  walk  in  wonder  by  her  side — 
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But  still  we  went  amid  the  scenes  of  toil, 
The  blind  confusion,  reckless  strife,  and  dust, 

A  sight  to  scathe  the  gazing  eye,  and  foil 

Within    the    heart    the    budding    flower    of 
trust — 

"Could  they  but  see  thee,"  thus  at    length    I 

spoke, — 

1 '  Once  see  thy  face,  compassionate  and  kind, — 
But  thou  art  veiled  from  them ;  and  so  the  yoke 
Cleaves  to  their  necks;  their  eyes  with  dust 
are  blind." 

"Think  not,"  she  said,  "that  aught  upon  my 

path 

Unnoted  lies : — Yea,  I  have  seen  the  hells 
Where  Moloch  rules  'midst  all  that  terror  hath 
Of  blood,  and  pain,  and  grief,  and  dungeon 
cells — 

"City  and  field,  and  depth  of  leafy  wood, 
In  every  region  that  man's  foot  hath  cursed, 

Seem  to  declare  by  anguish,  groans,  and  blood, 
Creation's  benediction  all  reversed. 

"Torture  of  captives,  and  cold-blooded  lust; 

All  forms  of  pain  devised  with  fiendish  care ; 
And  strength  and  beauty  grovelling  in  the  dust ; 

Man's  agony  and  woman's  mute  despair — 

"Prison,  and  rack,  and  fagot,  to  assuage 
The  deadly  malice  of  the  affronted  priest, 
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Whose  dogma  was  defied;  until  the  age 
Stole  on,  and  liberty  with  light  increased. 

' '  And  liberty  and  light  shall  come  to  these : 
Although  they  perish  they  shall  come  again ; 

And,  with  uplifted  heart,  and  eye  that  sees, 
A  higher  path  of  life  they  shall  attain" — 

But  then  I  questioned  her: — "Can  these  deeds 
leave 

No  endless  curse  ?    Can  Time 's  sinister  scale 
Let  sin  pass  through  like  water  in  a  sieve; 

The  dexter,  freighted  with  the  good,  prevail  ? 

* '  Can  things  that  have  been  not  be  ?  Can  'st  thou 
draw 

Into  thy  veins  pure  ichor  ?    Art  thou  built 
Flawless  and  stainless?    What  supernal  law 

Can  thus  annul,  yet  could  not  hinder,  guilt  ? ' ' 

"I  know  not  all,"  she  said,  "this  lore  have  I; 
That  soon  or  late,  man's  spirit  needs  must 

choose 

What  feeds  the  inner  life ;  no  thing  may  die 
That    through    my    veins    life's    vigour    can 
infuse — 

'"The  prince  who  gave  a  nation  wiser  laws; 
The  hero  who  a  sinking  state  upstayed ; 
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The  sage  who  bade  a  people's  passions  pause; 
The  woman's  hand  that  brought  to  suffering 
aid: 

' '  These  nurse  my  life ;  so  strength  and  sweetness 

sweep 

With  musical  pulsation  through  my  veins, 
Death  in  foul  shapes  comes  too:    wounded,    I 

weep; 
But  still  the  death  doth  die,  the  life  remains. ' ' 

Such  converse  held  we ;  and  her  words,  like  fire, 
Fused  the  dull  chains  that  bound  my  spirit's 
wing; 

And,  like  the  sounding  of  a  golden  lyre, 

Stirred  in  my  breast  an  apt  responsive  string. 

But  still  the  sceptic  thought  rebellious  rose, 
With  one  last  effort  threatening  to  destroy 

The  dawning  light  and  glory;  roughly  close 
Hope's  golden  gate,  and  crush  her  crown  of 
joy. 

She  told  of  Science,  whose  high  aim  surpassed 
All  former  reaches  of  the  human  soul; 

As  when  the  weighty  disc  is  lightly  cast 

By  some  strong  hand,   beyond   the   farthest 
goal— 

"But  thou!    I  call  thee  mother,  sister,  child; 
For  thine  is  every  name  revered  and  dear, 
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That  lifts  the  soul,  by  selfish  loves  defiled, 
To  purer  purpose,  and  to  vision  clear. 

"Can'st  thou  elude  the  all-compelling  fate 
That   sweetness,    strength,    and   beauty   hath 
destroyed ; 

And,  still  unsatiated,  soon  or  late, 

Sweeps  phantom  after  phantom  to  the  void  ? 

"Shall  not  the  treacherous  earth,   with  silent 
change 

Of  her  unsounding  axle,  travel  wide, 
Plunging  to  some  destructive  orbit  strange; 

Or  the  sun  die,  and  endless  cold  betide? 

' '  Then  must  thou  fail  ?  Oh !  Nature  ever  mocks 
Her  tortured  children  with  delusive  word ; 

Grinds  with  slow  pangs ;  then  hurls  them  on  the 

rocks; 
And  in  the  dark  her  bitter  laugh  is  heard. ' ' 

Random  at  first,  my  words  impetuous  grew ; 

As  waters  through  the  nearest  channel  throng ; 
And  with  their  turbid  downward  rushing  drew 

The  captive  concourse  of  my  thoughts 
along — 

Then  from  wild  words  I  ceased,  and  felt  it  sin 
Such  thoughts  to  utter  walking  by  her  side; 

So,  stealthily,  I  sought  her  eyes,  to  win 
The  inspiration  that  my  speech  denied — 
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Gently  she  answered:  "Nature  never  mocks 
The  frenzied  challenge,  or  the  mute  appeal: 

With  face  impassive  as  her  granite  rocks, 
She  yet  notes  every  pang  her  children  feel. 

"And  she  shall  vindicate  her  steadfast  rule, 
And  satisfy  all  hearts  that  now  complain; 

The  patient  teacher  of  God's  training  school, 
She  suffers  not  a  child  to  sigh  in  vain. 

"But  she  inviteth  Science  to  explore, 

With  earnest  quest,  her  mysteries  and  laws; 

By  reason's  dry  light  learn  her  latent  lore, 
And  through  fine  channels  link  effect  with 
cause. 

"Then  the  new  pioneer  who  searcheth  all, 
Comes  with  her  radiant  eyes  and   heart  of 
youth ; 

She  eareth  nought  what  things  may  stand  or  fall, 
So  that  her  steps  may  keep  the  way  of  truth. 

' '  She  pulleth  down  that  she  may  better  build ; 

She  sweeps  away  caprice  to  stablish  law ; 
What  though,  with  eyes  at  first  too  little  skilled, 

Visions  have  passed  her  that  she  never  saw  T 

' '  But  now  her  work  too  subtle  grows,  and  fine, 
For   the   coarse   strands   of   her   accustomed 
woof; 
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Demanding  yet  more  exquisite  design 
Of  complex  texture,  and  of  perfect  proof. 

' '  See  her  clear  brow  suffused  with  larger  light ; 

Her  eyes  with  deeper  inspiration  filled; 
Her  hands  addressed,  with  preparation  right, 

The  higher  stories  of  my  house  to  build" — 

Calmed  by  her  speech,  I  cast  my  eyes  around ; 
And,    near   at   hand,   with    ample   spreading 

base, 
A  mighty  structure  occupied  the  ground, 

With  yet   unfinished   lines   of   strength   and 
grace — 

A  spacious  circle  with  concentric  rings, 
And  stately  arch,  and  storied  colonnade, 

Passing  all  palace  pomp  of  eastern  kings, 

With   wealth   of   sunny   courts,    and   cloister 
shade — 

Their  sculptured  surface  told  in  wondrous  wise — 
The  varied  tale  of  human  toil  and  gain; 

The  long  slow  steps  of  man's  unresting  rise, 
The  storm   and  stress;   the  scanty  garnered 
gain— 

The  spring-awakened  and  expectant  land; 

The  patient  oxen,  and  the  sacred  plough ; 
The  seed-corn  flowing  from  the  sower's  hand; 

The  joyful  vintage  of  the  purple  bough — 
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The  helpful  arts  of  peace,  in  every  stage 
Of  their  benignant  growth  were  graven  there; 

And  war's  inventions  hateful  that  engage 
Serenest  Science  with  infernal  care. 

Man  and  his  works,  throughout  the  restless  ages, 
And    all    that   helped    the    upward    winding 
march ; 

The  poets,  and  philosophers,  and  sages, 
All  were  pourtrayed  on  pillar  and  on  arch — 

I  may  not  number  them,  nor  name  their  names ; 

The  regal  ones,  serene  and  halo-crowned; 
Eternal  fires  amidst  the  lesser  flames, 

They    shed    benignant    light    and     warmth 
around — 

Yet,  of  all  these  who  thus  in  living  stone, 
My  lingering  steps  and  eager  eyes  invite, 

Two  will  I  name,  whom  thankfully  I  own 
My  inspiration  and  my  soul's  delight. 

Like  in  unlikeness :  twain  that  never  fail 
My  flagging  spirit  strongly  to  renew : 

Matchless  and  deathless :  each  in  turn  I  hail : 
And  first, — the  excommunicated  Jew; 

With  uncontemptuous  calm  who  waived  aside 
The  proffered  gifts  of  fortune,  in  the  fear 

Lest,  in  accepting  them,  he  be  denied 

The  boundless  freedom  of  the  spirit's  sphere — 
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His  humble  lodging,  like  a  palace  gate, 

Looked  out  to  cosmic  depths,  and  sun,  and 

star; 

Revealing  earth,  and  man,  and  chance,  and  fate, 
And  the  indwelling  God,  whose  modes  they 
are — 

In  life  or  death  alike,  the  eternal  law 

Sustained  his  soul  in  peace,  while  the  keen 
mind 

An  intellectual  tissue,  free  from  flaw, 
Essayed  to  weave,  of  finest  web  designed — 

Nature!  hast  thou  his  peer?    I  little  care 

How  men  may  judge ;  but  when  a  voice  divine 

Moves  in  my  soul  the  cords  that  vibrate  there, 
I  needs  must  build  and  consecrate  a  shrine — 

Milton !  whose  very  name  is  like  the  tone 
Of  a  deep  bell  hung  in  a  lofty  tower, 

Where,  in  night  watches  swinging,  far  and  lone, 
It    strikes    the    listening    ear    with    solemn 
power — 

A  noble  soul,  right  royally  equipped, 

He  came,  with  genius  and  beauty  blessed; 

Surely  a  fairy  goddess,  dainty-lipped, 

Had   kissed   him,   and   with   lingering   hand 
caressed — 
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The  wealth  of  his  imperial  gifts  he  gave 
To  aid  his  country  in  the  arduous  fight 

Of  those  stern  days,  when  brave  hearts  strove  to 

save 
The  menaced  ark  of  liberty  and  light — 

That  ark  was  foully  wrecked ;  and  he,  bereft 
Of  earthly  sight,  stood  weary  and  alone; 

Defeated,  hopeless;  yet  to  him  was  left 
The  strong  unshaken  spiritual  throne. 

With  calm  disdain  he  left  the  scenes  of  shame, 
Corruption  rank,  and  foulness  manifold; 

But  to  all  ages  gave  his  thoughts  of  flame, 
Which,  if  men  would,  might  turn  their  lead 
to  gold. 

Then  answered  my  sweet  counsellor  and  guide: 
"If  there  be  such,  how  can  the  future  fail? 

This  level  reached,  shall  not  the  rising  tide 
Flow  surely  in,  and  mightily  prevail? 

* '  The  people  perish  on  the  pathless  plain, 

No  work  accomplished,  and  no  wages  earned: 

But  in  less  feeble  wise  they  come  again, 
And  yet  again,  some  little  lesson  learned. 

' '  Resistlessly,  by  inner  impulse  driven, 

They  seek  once  more  the  life  that  seemed  so 
vain; 
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And,  where  they  oft  had  stumbled,  slipped,  and 

striven, 
They  win  at  length  a  little  larger  gain — 

"These  seemingly  abandoned  ones,  that  lack 
All  fruit  of  life  and  toil,  shall  yet  be  filled; 

And,  after  all  their  failures,  coming  back, 
Chosen  and  fit,  shall  at  the  centre  build — 

' '  Rising  by  steadfast  work  to  high  ideals, 
When  growth  and  ripening  faculty  allow 

Scope  to  the  inner  vision  that  reveals 

The  full  design,  as  thou  behold 'st  it  now." 

With  sudden  brilliance  then  the  arches  beamed, 
And  every  stone  a  fount  of  light  became ; 

All  parts  unfinished,  now  perfected,  gleamed, 
Arrayed    with    gems    that    flashed    celestial 
flame. 

The  choicest  jewels  of  the  richest  mine, 
And  all  the  latent  lights  that  in  them  lurk, 

Quickened  by  some  transcendent  power,  combine 
To  mould  and  fashion  this  daedalian  work. 

The    god-like    forms    with    waxing    splendour 
blazed, 

Their  faces  shining  with  Olympian  light; 
And  the  vast  fabric  magically  raised, 

Magnificantly  towered  to  sevenfold  height. 
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Successive  stages  of  increasing  splendour 
Marked  the  ascent  of  story  after  story; 

Each  one  more  beautiful,  and  light,  and  slender, 
More  marvellous  in  colour,  grace,  and  glory. 

Yet  sweeter  grace  and  greater  glory  came, 
Transfiguring  my  goddess  and  my  guide 

Her  eyes  were  lighted  with  a  heavenly  flame, 
Wherein  no  thought  of  weakness  could  abide. 

Soft  human  sympathy  was  in  her  face, 
And  pure  divine  compassion  for  the  lot 

Of  the  sad  generations  of  her  race, 
Who  sin  and  perish  understanding  not. 

Then    she    addressed    me:    "Can'st    thou    now 

believe 

That  in  each  work  its  true  ideal  hides; 
And,  though  the  sordid  vesture  may  deceive, 
Feebly,  but  strengthening  still,  inspires  and 
guides  ? 

"Yet  rainbow- woven  temples  shrink  and  fade 
When  their  high  peaks  approach  the  central 
light, 

Which,  hid  in  darkness  and  impervious  shade, 
Consumes  all  colour  in  its  perfect  white. 

"As  fairest  brightest  iris  hues  must  blend 
Before  their  light  can  perfect  be  and  whole, 
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So  must  we  all  unitedly  ascend 
To  union  with  the  universal  soul. 

' '  To  that  high  goal,  Oh !  help  thou  me  to  rise ; 

And,  in  that  wondrous  oneness,  rise  with  me ; 
And  some  dim  vision  of  the  distant  skies 

Help  thou  the  helpless  and  the  blind  to  see. 

* '  Bear  to  the  lonely  earth  thy  feet  have  trod 
The  gift  divine,  the  vision  and  the  voice : 

Bid  her  believe  in  the  indwelling  God, 

And  let  her  hidden  vales  and  springs  rejoice. 

"Behold  with  me,  with  clear  untroubled  eyes, 
The  glory  through  the  sorrow  and  the  sin : 

See,  through  long  vistas  and  dull  clouded  skies, 
The  fruit  of  the  slow  ages  gathered  in. 

' '  But  if  high  visions  lack  their  lustre  where 
The  blind  and  ignorant  in  squalor  grope; 

Yet  keep  thy  plighted  love  to  me,  and  bear 
Through  all  the  torch  of  knowledge  and  sure 
hope." 

When  ceased  her  words,   I  knew  that  she  no 

more 

Would  walk,  a  strong  inspirer,  by  my  side: 
Might  not  my  heart  grow  frosty  as  before, 
And    from   my   breast   her  gracious  counsels 
glide? 
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Silent  she  passed  from  hearing  and  from  sight; 

But  still  her  presence  filled  the  air  around, 
That  thrilled  responsive  with  a  softer  light, 

And  tremulous  with  faint  melodious  sound; 

Which  seemed   with  richest   resonance  to   rise, 
And  flow  from  storied  tower  and  sculptured 
wall; 

And  like  refreshing  dew  from  starry  skies, 
With  blissful  calm  on  wearied  hearts  to  fall. 

As  the  clear  waters  of  a  mountain  lake 
Glide  calmly  to  their  fall  beyond  the  rim ; 

So  float  and  fall  the  melodies  that  wake 
The  air  with  music  of  their  choral  hymn. 

Darkness  upon  the  deep ; 
And  silence  in  the  vast  abysmal  void, 

Whose  shoreless  regions  keep 

Their  stillness  unalloyed 

By  faintest  breath  of  sleep, 
Or  sound,  or  light,  or  thrill  of  flickering  thought : 

A  realm  of  utter  nought, 
Which  yet  embosoms  the  creative  power 
That  waits  the  striking  of  the  inevitable  hour. 

What  a3ons  have  their  courses  rolled 
Since  last  the  cosmic  time-bell  tolled 
The  hour  of  night  and  nothingness! 
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How  many  more  must  yet  befall, 
Before  it  shall  again  recall 

The  worlds  to  life's  remorseless  stress! 

Vain  thought,  that  doth  the  fancy  cheat: 
For  those  blank  aeons  fly  as  fleet 

As  vapour  in  the  morning  light, 
If,  through  the  silence  and  the  dark, 
No  soul  be  there  to  feel  or  mark 
The  hours'  and  moments'  flagging  flight. 

The  illimitable  deep  begins  to  heave 

With  the  first  motion  of  a  mighty  breathing, 

And  faint  and  pallid  streaks  of  light  to  weave 

A  veil  of  luminous  mist  upon  the  face 
Of  that  tremendous  gulf  that  now  is  seething 
With    cosmic    germs  whose   source   no    thought 

may  trace; 
Reborn  with  the  re-birth  of  Time  and  Space. 

These,  quickened  by  the  growing  light, 
That  chases  the  seonian  night, 
Round  that  mysterious  centre  flow, 
Whence  all  proceeds  which  none  may  know. 
The  mighty  fire-mist  rolling  spreads, 
And  through  the  deep  abysses  sheds 

A  vaporous  and  lurid  glare : 
The  whirling  atoms,  clustering,  meet, 
And  tenuous,  filmy  spheres,  concrete, 

The  coming  universe  declare. 
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Stupendous  process !    Is  it  then  a  breath, 
An  outward  impulse  of  the  power  divine, 

That  wakes  the  universe  dissolved  in  death 
To  conscious  life,  instinct  with  new  design* 

Reeling  we  sink  from  cosmic  heights 

To  one  poor  planet,  where  it  rolls, 

Marking  with  little  days  and  nights 

The  destinies  of  human  souls. 
Dear  mother  Nature !  we  thy  knees 

Clasp,  and  in  thy  soft  bosom  nestle, 
Soliciting  unpurchased  ease, 

No    more    with    bristling    thoughts    to 

wrestle. 
For  thou  hast  joys  and  raptures  sweet: 

Thy  golden  days  and  silver  nights, 
And  all  thy  magic  beauties  greet 

Our  hearts  with  manifold  delights. 

The  dancing  waves  that  meet  with  smiles 

The  arrowy  kisses  of  the  sun, 
With  laughter  lave  the  laughing  isles, 

And  up  their  shelly  beaches  run. 

I  stand  upon  a  lofty  steep, 

And  view  the  far  receding  shore, 
Round  which  the  rolling  surges  sweep, 

And  through  the  rocky  caverns  roar. 

While  overhead  the  kindling  sky, 

Pierced  by  one  spire  of  spotless  snow, 
109 


SOMNIUM  VAGUM 

Illumes  and  warms  benignantly 
The  wood-embosomed  vales  below. 

But,  ah !  beyond  the  restful  vales 

I  see  the  city 's  seething  slime ; 
And  hear  men's  murmurs  on  the  gales, 

Blown  from  foul  scenes  of  greed  and  crime, 
And  women's  sighs,  and  children's  wails, — 

The  children  blasted  e'er  their  prime. 

Oh !  did  the  great  Gods  know, 

"When  from  their  seats  they  came, 
Bringing  to  hapless  Earth 
The  sacred  flame, 
Fire-germ  of  human  birth, 
The  agony — the  woe, 
That  must  therefrom  ensue ; 
The  poison-flowers  that  must  thereafter  blow, 
Blasting  Earth's  bosom  with  envenomed  dew; 
Or,  seeing  prospect  of  such  baneful  growth, 

Were  not  man's  makers  loth 
To  prosecute  the  work,  or  were  they  chained 
By  fates  unknown,  to  tasks  by  unknown  laws 
ordained  ? 

Sits  the  great  Mother  still  unmoved  and  calm; 

Still  does  she  smile, 
Still  pour  the  witchery  of  her  balm 

O'er  land  and  sea, 

0  'er  lake,  and  field,  and  tree, 

Mountain  and  isle? 

110 


SOMNIUM  VAGUM 

Still  does  she  call  in  every  woodland  wild, 

To  her  perennial  feast, 

Blithe  bird  and  graceful  beast  ? 

But  man,  her  child ! 
He  who  should  be  star-crowned, 
And  his  high  head  suffused  with  heavenly  fire. 

Why  is  he  ever  found, 
Clad  in  foul  rags,  and  steeped  in  base  desire  ? 
Oh !  does  the  mighty  Mother  nothing  reck, 
But  sits  with  foot  unconscious  on  his  neck, 
In  darkness  throned ;  august  and  awful  Queen ; 
Impenetrable,  ruthless,  and  serene? 

Blind  are  the  eyes  that  see  the  mire  and  clay ; 

But  not  the  forming  flint  and  latent  flame, 
Night's  veil  of  blackness;  not  the  distant  day; 

Nor  yet  the  glory  to  succeed  the  shame. 

Not  from  the  purity  of  mountain  snows 
Distil  the  pomp  and  fragrance  of  the  rose : 

But  in  the  foulness  of  the  earth 

She  hath  her  lowly  birth, 
With  dank  corruption  and  the  loathsome  worm. 

Crawling  about  her  tender  roots ; 
And  all  that  filth  her  magic  power  transmutes 

To  perfect  joy  of  colour,  scent,  and  form. 
So  might  the  sons  of  men  transmute 
A  harvest  mean  to  noble  fruit, 

If  they  but  knew 
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The  sweep  of  the  majestic  law ; 
Or  in  rare  glimpses  dimly  saw 

The  end  in  view. 

But  the  sure  sense  of  man's  high  goal, 
The  vision  of  the  pilgrim  soul, 

Is  given  to  few, 
Till  unsupportable  desire, 
And  tension  of  the  heart,  acquire 

Resistless  power; 
Then  down  the  squalid  idols  fall, 
Each  from  its  painted  pedestal; 

In  that  great  hour 
The  wakened  soul  arises,  freed 
From  Mammon's  and  ambition's  greed; 

And  earth  and  sky 
Salute  their  peer,  no  longer  bound 
By  sordid  chains ;  but  gazing  round 

With  fearless  eye. 

For  now,  with  foot  on  the  eternal  shore, 
Life,  death,  and  heaven,  and  hell  can  vex  the 
soul  no  more. 

Strong  Mother  Earth !  upon  thy  breast 
"We  conflict,  find  but  little  rest. 
Throughout  the  tireless  ages  round 
Thy  bosom  is  our  battle-ground. 
There,  beaten  down,  we  faint  and  sink ; 
And  thence,  Autoeus-like,  we  drink 
Thy  vital  draughts,  and  vigour  draw, 
Compliant  with  the  sacred  law 
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Forbidding  us  thy  coasts  to  leave, 

Until  thy  shows  no  more  deceive. 

Nor  god  nor  demigod  shall  wrest 

Us  prematurely  from  thy  breast, 

Or  part  us  from  our  source  of  strength, 

Until,  the  great  fight  fought,  at  length, 

Lifted  in  the  divine  embrace, 

To  calmer  height,  and  surer  place, 

We  see  in  thy  primeval  curse 

The  blessing  of  a  faithful  nurse, 

By  wise  illusion  teaching  youth 

Discernment  clear  of  steadfast  truth : 

And  then  we  feel  the  struggle  done, 

The  cycle  of  the  spirit  run, 

God,  man,  and  all  the  worlds  revealed  as  one. 

Vagrant,  faltering,  futile  soul ! 
Strength  is  thine,  and  high  control, 
If  thou  but  believe  thou  art, — 
Even  thou, — a  needful  part 
Of  the  unbounded  and  eternal  whole ; 
Whose  potent  call  thou  never  canst  escape, 
Although  thy  folly  strive  to  mar  the  shape, 
And  nice  adjustment  of  the  perfect  frame 
Sinking  thyself  to  ruin  and  to  shame. 
Look  up ;  and  wander  now  no  more 
Upon  doubt's  god-forsaken  shore. 
Let  thy  feet  spurn  the  palsied  pace, 
In  God's  great  army  take  thy  place. 
And  help  the  weak  ones  of  thy  race 
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Help  some  brother  through  the  mire, 
Lift  some  fainting  sister  higher. 
Give  no  place  to  fear  or  sadness ; 

Nerve  thyself  for  storm  and  strife; 
Change  thy  heart  of  doubt  for  gladness : 

Live  in  the  Eternal  Life ! 

Ceased  the  high  strains,  and  solemn  silence  fell ; 

And  all  the  visionary  scene  was  gone : 
Vanished  the  towers  and  spires,  dissolved  the 
spell, 

And  up  the  grey  east  crept  the  sluggish  dawn. 

A  road  led  straight  to  a  great  city's  bound, 
Where  haply  towers  and  palaces  were  rife ; 

But  whose  encroaching  fringe,  wide  spreading 

round, 
Brought  desolation  into  Nature's  life. 

As  spreads  the  growing  tide  of  mire  and  clay, 
The  bloom  and  breath  of  Nature  so  recede, 

Men's  sordid  dwellings  all  her  beauty  slay 
With  ugliness  of  foul  and  soulless  greed. 

The    children    plucked   the    flowers   that   sadly 

raised 

Their  pallid  blooms  the  muddied  stream  beside, 
And  quarrelled  in  their  play ;  but  often  gazed 
On    blighted    grass    and    hedge-row    wistful- 
eyed. 
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Worse  things  await  me  in  the  city  slums, 

Which  must   be  sought    and   probed,    if    one 

would  find 

What  sort  of  thing  the  human  heart  becomes, 
Which    stony    Fates,  remorseless,   crush  and 
grind. 

But  not  without  my  Goddess  and  my  guide 
Let  me  attempt  to  fathom  human  woe: 

Not  without  her  behold  what  pomp  and  pride 
Can  force  unnumbered  hearts  to  undergo. 

But  if  her  gracious  presence  I  can  feel, 
And  with  the  spirit's  eye  discern  her  face, 

What  love,  what  hope  can  ever  be  so  real ; 
What  image  ever  stamp  so  deep  a  trace? 

Her  sweet  face  in  serenity  and  strength, 
Her  form  in  grace  and  glory,  ever  grows : 

Her    head,    triumphant,    shall    be    crowned    at 

length;  . 
Her  feet  shall  tread  on  her  ignoble  foes. 

And  her  loved  child  who  to  her  bosom  clings, 
And  clasps  with  baby  hand  his  little  cross, 

With  his  mysterious  eyes  assurance  brings 
Of  life  regenerate,  purified  from  dross. 

So  with  undaunted  heart  I  face  the  storm 
And  strife,  unterrified  by  weak  alarms 

That  shrink  in  presence  of  that  regal  form, 
Humanity,  with  Promise  in  her  arms! 
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BRITAKNTA  BELLIGERA. 

December,  1899. 

Erect  with  flashing  sword  and  eyes  aflame 
Britannia  stands :  is  it  for  life  alone, 
Or    right    and    freedom?      Lo!    her   sea-girt 
throne 

Stands  based  on  these ;  and  she  hath  owned  their 
claim 

To  mould  her  life ;  therefore,  its  stream  became 
Blended  with  theirs  in  colour  and  in  tone ; 
And  she  hath  made  this  triple  shield  her  own 

Palladium,  guard  of  her  strength  and  fame. 

Oh!  threefold  unity!  Right,  Freedom,  Life! 
Your  priestess  now  your  sacred  altar  builds 
'Mid  waves  that  foam  and  roar ;  but  none  shall 

flout, 

Nor  open  war,  nor  faction's  venom 'd  strife, 
Molest  that  shrine,  which  now  the  dayspring 

gilds, 
And  kindred  nations  fence  with  steel  about. 
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In  Memoriam. 

February  2nd,  1901. 

ALFRED  OB.  901 — VICTORIA  OB.  1901. 

A  thousand  years,  with  arch  exact,  have  spanned, 
From  death  to  death,  the  flood  of  England's 

life. 

Since  victor  from  the  sanguinary  strife, 
Alfred,  with  kingly  heart  and  master  hand, 
His  country's  slow  salvation  wrought  and 

planned ; 

And,  parting,  sent  his  thought,  a  silent  breath, 
Through  the  long  ages,  from  the  shades  of 

death — 

If  kings  to  come  might  learn  and  understand, — 
To  live  for  England !    So  the  whisper  fell 

On  young  Victoria's  heart,  and  flowered,  and 

grew, 
Through  nine  long  weeks  of  years.    To-day  the 

bell, 
Tolling   through    wider   realms   than    Alfred 

knew, 
Thrills   myriad  hearts,   whose  tears   keep   ever 

green 

Thy  honoured  name,  best  Mother,  Friend,  and 
Queen. 
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On  reading  "A  record  of  Ellen 
Watson. " 

1887. 

Friend,  whom  my  eyes  have  never  seen;  whose 

name 

Had  never  sounded  in  my  ears  before 
God 's  angel  called  thee  to  the  eternal  shore : 
How  doth  thy  life 's  slight  record  put  to  shame 
Our  duller  hearts  that  let  the  heavenly  flame 
Go  well-nigh  out;  and  hold  the  spirit's  door 
Barely  ajar,  through  which  such  light  might 

pour 
As,  surging  through  thy  rapt  soul's  chambers, 

came 
When  thou  did'st  seek  God's  face.     How  swift 

and  sure, 
Young  sister,  passed  thy  step  from  height  to 

height ! 

Sweet  home  affections,  science,  love  divine : 
Oh!  may  some  radiance  from  thy  path  secure 
Fall  on  our  miry  track  with  helpful  light, 
And  in  dark  places  of  our  spirit  shine. 
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On  reading  "On  an  African 
Farm" 

1891. 

A  young  girl  stood  before  the  gloomy  gate 
Of  destiny ;  and  though  behind  her  were 
Fresh  fields,  sun-kindled  flowers,  and  pleasant 

air, 

She  set  her  face,  and  said :    I  challenge  fate ; 
Nature,  reveal  thy  worst ;  my  soul  doth  wait. 
And   soon   her   lily   hands   with  blood   were 

stained 
By  the  hard  iron  whereat  she  clutched  and 

strained : 

But  not  for  aught  did  she  her  quest  abate. 
Then,  at  the  last,  what  time  the  sweet  flowers 

drooped, 
And  the  sun  sank,  and  night-fall  chilled  the 

heart, 
Through  those  grim  bars  a  gleam  of  glory 

stole, 

And  softly  kissed  her  strenuous  eyes,  and  stooped 
To  kiss  her  breast ;  and  sealed  her  there  a  part 
Of  the  divine  immeasurable  whole. 
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In  Memoriam 

SAMUEL  THORPE. 

1888. 

The  mighty  Buller  did  not  bear  thee  down, 
With  headlong  violence,  to  the  foaming  sea, 
But  kindly  kept  a  sheltered  nook  for  thee, 
When  nor  the   dim  lights   of   the   straggling 

town, 

Nor  any  glimmer  through  the  night-rack  brown 
Helped ;  and  the  storm  impelled  thy  steps,  too 

free 

On  customary  paths,  to  err;  ah,  me! 
Where  the  deep  pool  lay  black  beneath  night's 

frown. 

Then  failed  on  that  wild  shore  the  truest  heart 
That  men  might  meet  through  many  a  weary 

day, 

On  this  sad  planet ;  then  the  noblest  soul, 
Of  stainless  faith  and  honour,  did  depart : 
But,  friend,  thy  memory  with  me  shall  stay, 
While  time  shall  any  days  for  me  unroll. 
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On  my  64th  Birthday. 

3rd  September,  1896. 

Hold  stiffly  on  my  boat :  what  though  the  light 

Fast  in  our  wake  fades  with  the  fading  land  ? 

The  little  lamp  we  bear  yet  guides  my  hand 
To  hold  the  tiller  true;  and  through  the  night 
The  card  is  legible;  thy  keel  is  tight; 

And,  edging  up  the  adverse  breeze,  we  go ; 

Silence  around,  darkness  above,  below, 
Nor  any  outward  guide  of  sound  or  sight: 
Ask  not  if  blissful  regions  we  shall  find ; 

Or  drive  where  rocks  their  craggy  summits 

rear, 

Or,  eddying,  sweep  down  to  abysmal  shade. 
This  little  light  of  ours  is  yet  of  kind 

With  day 's  imperial  splendour ;  we  will  steer 

Close    hauled    and    safe,    undrifting,    undis- 
mayed. 


121 


SONNETS 


MILTON. 

"If  e'en  a  soul  like  Milton's  can  know  death." 

Coleridge. 

When  I  have  doubted  immortality; 
When  the  celestial  song  that  ever  fills 
The  spheres,   came  vainly  from  the   distant 
hills 

Past  my  deaf  ears : — Milton !  the  thought  of  thee, 

The  eagle-winged,  so  rapt  and  lifted  me, 
That  in  thy  own  consuming  flame  my  dross 
Shrivelled    and    shrank,    and    from    earth's 
vapours  gross, 

And  sickly  mists,  I  felt  redeemed  and  free. 

Invoking  thus,  thy  name  as  surety  true 
Of  man's  high  destiny,  what  joy  to  find 

That  mighty  name  inspiring  Coleridge  too; 
That  rich,   and  rare,   and   deep   and  mystic 
mind. 

Oh,  Milton !  still  our  duller  souls  inspire : 

Chase  our  chill  fogs,  and  warm  with  living  fire ! 
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SHELLEY. 

Lover  of  love,  of  liberty,  and  light! 
Ethereal,  eager,  fetter-spurning  soul: 
Gathering  all  rays  from  centre  or  from  pole ; 
And  scattering  iridescence  through  the  height 
And  vault  of  heaven,  cleft  by  thy    wondrous 

flight: 

Thy  manly  intellect  and  woman's  heart, 
Humanity,  through  all  thy  highest  art, 
Rules,  with  sweet  hope  by  love  earth's  wrongs  to 

right. 
Marvel  of  inspiration!  whose  swift  wing 

So  easily  outsoars  the  bright  and  strong ; 
Nature,  responsive  to  thy  magic  string, 

Thrills  through  her  spheres  with  melody  and 

song. 

And,  stirred  by  thee  to  burst  our  spirit's  prison, 
We  own,  since  Milton's  star,  none  such  as  thine 
hath  risen. 
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I860. 

By  the  banks  of  the  Mauku  we  have  fixed  our 

abode, 
Where  its  serpentine  current  runs  down  to 

the  sea, 
Through  the  bush  and  the  fern  we  have  opened 

a  road, 
And  have  made  up  our  minds  to  live  happy 

and  free. 

The  world's  cares  and  pleasures  are  easily  seen 

To  be  fitful  and  vain  as  the  foam  on  the  sea ; 

We  care  not  for  either,  our  minds  are  serene, 

By  the  banks  of  the  Mauku  we  live  happy  and 

free. 

We  love  the  fair  face  of  the  beautiful  land, 

The  valleys  inviting  the  spade  and  the  plough ; 
The  hills  with  their  evergreen  forests  that  stand 
And  clothe  all  their  slopes  and  their  breeze- 
refreshed  brow. 
And  we  love  the  white  water  that  leaps  from  the 

rock, 
Eager  and  glad  to  be  off  to  the  sea. 
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Our  pure  simple  pleasures  the  worldling  may 

mock, 

But  the  banks  of  the  Mauku  for  the  happy  and 
free. 

Freed  from  the  soul- wasting  fever  of  gain, 

Healthful  and  useful  and  good  is  our  toil ; 
Quietly  work  we,  but  work  not  in  vain, 

Slowly  but  surely  we  conquer  the  soil. 
And  the  desert  shall  bloom  like  a  garden  one  day, 

And  smiling  the  land  of  our  children  shall  be ; 
Our  forefathers  tilled  all  these  meadows,  they'll 
say, 

By  the  banks  of  the  Mauku  they  lived  happy 
and  free. 

And  if  their  loved  country  shall  ever  have  need 
Of  a  heart  that  will  dare  and  a  hand  that  will 

do, 
True  courage  they'll  tell  her  the  hill  breezes 

feed, 
It  has  ever  been  nurtured  on  fresh  mountain 

dew. 
Their  hand  will  be  ready,  their  heart  will  be 

bold, 
If  their  country  require  them  by  land  or  by 

sea; 
For  her  they  will  have,  and  for  her  they  will 

hold 

Their  homes  by  the  Mauku  stream,  so  happy 
and  free. 
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Oh,  say,  do  you  suffer  the  tasteless  disgust 

Which  the  world  so  delusive  forever  inspires  • 
Do  you  feel  for  your  fellows  that  icy  distrust 

That  the    world    in    its    dealings    so    often 

requires. 

Come    hither,    and    Nature    your    mind    shall 
beguile, 

Hearts  that  are  tender  and  true  you  shall  see, 
That  mask  no  ill-will  'neath  a  welcoming  smile ; 

Come  to  the  Mauku  and  be  happy  and  free. 

Brightening   with    age    in   our   mem'ries    shall 
stand 

The  dear,  happy  homes  of  the  isle  of  our  youth, 
So  strong  and  so  princely  they  cover  the  land, 

The  cradles  of  virtue,  and  honour,  and  truth. 
But  here,  in  the  present,  our  minds  can  repose, 

Where  our  life  may  glide  on  like  the  stream 

to  the  sea, 
Kind  to  our  friends,  and  unminding  our  foes, 

Calm  and  contented,  and  happy  and  free. 
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AT  THE  OPENING  OF  THE 
MATJKU  HALL. 

1872. 

When  some  fair  city's  sumptuous  fabrics  rise, 
And  towers  and  airy  spires  salute  the  skies, 
Each  celebrates  in  turn  its  festal  day, 
When  princes  vie  foundation  stones  to  lay, 
And  at  the  formal  banquet  statesmen  rise, 
And  speech  to  speech  in  formal  round  replies. 
The  speaker's  eloquence,  the  poet's  lay, 
And  music 's  strains,  all  grace  the  opening  day. 
Whether  proud  commerce  there  hath  found  a 

mart, 

Or  a  grand  stage  invite  the  Thespian  art ; 
Or  science  regally  assert  her  sway, 
Or  art  fair  forms  and  lovely  lines  display. 
So  they  in  cities:  but  we  celebrate, 
With  equal  pleasure,  if  with  less  of  state, 
A  plain  wood  pile,  that  keeps  out  wind  and 

weather, 
Where     friends     and     neighbours     congregate 

together. 

Not  to  one  cause,  one  branch  of  art  confined, 
Our  building  is  for  everything  designed. 
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Here  our  brave  army,  drilled  in  squads,  shall 

learn: 

The  due  rewards  of  well  trained  skill  to  earn. 
The  wandering  statesman,  savant,  artist,  all, 
If  in  our  way  they  ever  chance  to  fall, 
Intent  on  holidays,  securely  caught, 
Shall  to  this  Hall  in  triumph  just  be  brought, 
Compelled  to  pay  for  ransom,  e'er  they  go, 
A  lecture  on  whatever  thing  they  know. 
And  when  the  learned  leave  us  all  alone, 
We  will  have  entertainments  of  our  own. 
Music,  and  stage  effects,  and  festal  song, 
And  cheerful  dance  shall  help  the  time  along. 
So  shall  our  Hall  with  harmless  pleasure  pay 
The  promise  made  on  this,  its  opening  day. 
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GAUDIA  CERTAMESIS. 

(Southern  Monthly  Magazine,  1863.) 

Awake,  my  harp ;  and  let  thy  trembling  string 
Produce  a  longer  and  a  louder  strain: 

Hath  not  Bellona  stretched  her  crimson  wing, 
And  marked  exultingly  the  destined  plain? 

Let  the  loud  trumpet  and  the  minstrel's  breath 

Call  all  the  brave  to  victory  or  death. 

Oh !  who  can  utter  half  the  fierce  delight 

That   shoots    like   liquid   fire   through   every 
vein, 

When  mighty  hosts  are  gathered  for  the  fight, 
And  battle's  tumult  rages  on  the  plain? 

Now  for  a  well-forged  blade,  a  spear,  a  shield, 

And  a  proud  horse  to  bear  me  o'er  the  field. 

And  then  the  whirling  charge,  the  maddening 

shock ; 

The  passage  cleft  amidst  the  reeling  crowd ; 
The  rally  where,  like  waves  from  granite  rock, 
The  war  recoils  around  some  champion  proud ; 
The  close-set  teeth,  sloped  shield,  and  swinging 

blow; 

The  crash,  the  groan,  that  speaks  a  conquered 
foe. 
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These  are  the  joys  that  light  a  warrior's  face ; 

To  him  like  festal  song  is  each  alarm; 
Oh !  never  may  old  age,  with  stealthy  pace, 

Invade  my  sinews  and  unstring  my  arm. 
But,  e  'er  my  hand  forgets  the  brand  to  wield, 
Low  let  me  lie  on  some  victorious  field. 

To  me  'twere  sweet  in  glory's  arms  to  die, 
Beneath  the  stroke  of  some  heroic  hand ; 

War's  glorious  image  in  my  fading  eye, 
My  failing  fingers  on  the  broken  brand. 

Whilst  my  last  pulses,  as  they  come  and  go, 

Surge  through  my  brain  like  batttle's  ebb  and 
flow. 
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MAIDEN'S  SONG. 

(Southern  Monthly  Magazine,  1863.) 

The  bard  sang  a  song  of  a  mighty  king; 

He  sang  a  grand  song  to  me ; 
And  my  breath  was  hushed  as  I  heard  him  sing, 
For  the  king  had  a  high  and  stately  throne, 
And  he  called  the  walled  towns  and  wide  fields 
his  own, 

That  lay  by  the  sounding  sea. 
And  his  queen,  she  said,  as  he  left  her  side, 
"Go  forth  in  thy  strength,  and  return  in  thy 

pride; 

In  the  pride  and  pomp  of  a  conqueror  come 
And  hang  new  spoils  in  thy  regal  home." 

The  bard  sang  a  song  of  a  warrior  bold ; 

He  sang  a  brave  song  to  me ; 
And  my  soul  took  fire  at  the  things  he  told; 
For  the  warrior  seized  his  spear  and  his  shield, 
And  hastened  away  to  the  tented  field; 

And  he  left  his  love,  while  she, 
With  fearless  brow,  and  with  eyes  of  pride, 
Said : — ' '  Go,  but  return  again  to  my  side, 
With  a  tarnished  sword,  and  a  lustrous  name ; 
For  lo !  I  live  on  the  breath  of  thy  fame. ' ' 
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The  bard  sang  a  song  of  a  youthful  knight ; 

He  sang  a  sweet  song  to  me ; 
And  my  heart  was  filled  with  a  new  delight ; 
For  fair  hands  girded  the  young  knight 's  sword, 
And  sweet  lips  uttered  the  faltering  word : — 

"Alas!  can  I  part  from  thee? 
Yet  go,  my  hero,  my  soul's  delight; 
For  the  weal  of  our  own  loved  country  fight : 
But  Oh !  come  back,  when  our  soil  is  free, 
To  home,  and  peace,  and  love,  and  me." 
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HUNTING  SONG. 

(Southern  Monthly  Magazine,  1863.) 

Wake  to  the  chase !  The  morning  beam 

The  realm  of  sleep  invades ; 
Wake,  hunter,  wake!  nor  longer  dream 
Of  men  and  steeds,  that  only  seem 

To  move  through  forest  glades. 
Thy  coal-black  steed,  he  scarcely  stays ; 

He  sniffs  the  morning  air; 
He  tosses  high  his  head,  and  neighs ; 
And  every  hound,  impatient,  bays 

To  seek  the  wild  boar's  lair. 
Now  let  our  horn,  at  early  morn 

Among  the  mountains  ring; 
But  not  before  we  slay  the  boar 

We'll  show  how  hunters  sing. 

Wake,  lady  wake !    The  hunt  awaits 

The  presence  of  its  queen : 
Come,  in  thy  beauty 's  bloom,  that  mates 
Diana's  own,  and  through  the  gates 

Ride  in  thy  chlamys  green. 
Oh !  might  it  be  my  lot  to  ride 

Beside  thy  steed  to-day ; 
Throughout  the  chase  thy  course  to  guide, 
And  ward  all  danger  from  thy  side, 

When  stands  the  boar  at  bay — 
133 


HUNTING  SONG 

Now  let  our  horn,  at  early  morn, 

Amidst  the  mountains  ring ; 
But  not  before  we  slay  the  boar, 

"We'll  show  how  hunters  sing. 

Wake  to  the  chase!    The  trumpet-blast 

Resounds  amongst  the  hills ; 
And  now  the  mountain  track  is  past ; 
And  steeds  and  hounds  sweep  on,  and  fast 

With  life,  the  valley  fills. 
Now  stands  the  boar  in  sullen  pride, 

To  dare  our  force  and  die : 
I  see  a  green  robe  thrown  aside, 
A  white  hand  to  the  string  applied; 

A  swift-winged  arrow  fly. 

Our  horn,  our  horn,  at  early  morn, 

Amidst  the  hills  shall  ring; 
But  not  before  we  slay  the  boar, 

We'll  show  how  hunters  sing. 
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THE  SEA  MAIDEN. 

(Southern  Monthly  Magazine,  1863.) 

I  am  the  sister  of  the  wave, 

The  playmate  of  the  foam  ; 
And  where  the  dashing  waters  lave 
The  cliff,  and  sweep  the  sounding  cave, 
Free  as  the  light  unquestioned  breeze, 
That  skims  the  surface  of  the  seas, 

With  steps  unchecked  I  roam. 
There 's  many  a  wave  comes  gladly, 
There's  many  a  wave  comes  madly, 

And  I  rejoice  in  each; 
There's  never  a  wave  comes  sadly 

Over  the  shelly  beach. 

The  wave  and  I,  we  shine  afar; 

We  lure  men  o  'er  the  sea : 
It  hurls  their  bodies  on  the  bar, 
And  when  their  souls  enchanted  are, 
Then,  blithe  and  reckless  as  the  wave 
That  dances  o'er  a  seaman's  grave, 

I  laugh,  unharmed  and  free. 

There's  many  a  wave  comes  gladly, 
There's  many  a  wave  comes  madly, 

And  I  rejoice  in  each ; 
There 's  never  a  wave  comes  sadly 

Over  the  shelly  beach. 
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The  breeze,  it  lifts  my  flowing  hair ; 

The  wavelets  kiss  my  feet : 
Oh!  mortal  lover,  come  not  there: 
The  path  is  short  to  blank  despair ; 
And  he  who  seeks  the  realms  of  fate, 
Shall  find  yon  cliff  an  open  gate, 

The  wave  a  winding  sheet. 

There 's  many  a  wave  comes  gladly, 
There's  many  a  wave  comes  madly 

And  I  rejoice  in  each; 
There's  never  a  wave  comes  sadly 

Over  the  shelly  beach. 
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Oh !  sing  no  song  to-day,  my  love ; 

The  hours  are  flying  fleetly; 
The  west  her  crimson  woof  hath  wove; 

The  day  is  dying  sweetly. 

To-day  I  see  thy  face  again, 
Thine  eye  so  softly  beaming: 

Ah !  Love,  whence  springs  the  silent  pain 
That  steals  athwart  our  dreaming  ? 

I  know  not  why  delight  should  wear 
A  face  akin  to  sorrow : 
But,  dearest,  I  may  better  bear 
Thy  voice  of  song  to-morrow. 

Then  let  its  strong  enchantment  lift 
My  soul,  with  rapture  shaken : 

But  when  it  ceases, — ah!  how  swift 
She  sinks  to  earth,  forsaken. 

Unless  new  strength,  to  plume  her  wing, 
From  thy  dear  touch  she  borrow: 

Thy  hand  in  mine,  love,  thou  shalt  sing 
Thy  sweetest  song  to-morrow. 
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DEATH  nsr  INFANCY. 

Frail  temple  of  a  life  that  glowed  an  hour, 
Then  passed,  and  left  a  fair  and  mined  shrine : 

Must  we  attribute  to  the  sovereign  power 
Sad  failure  here,  or  undisclosed  design  ? 

Forth  from  his  store  a  master  artist  brings 
A  lute  for  noble  harmonies  disposed : 

Then,  ere  the  prelude  rises,  part  the  strings ; 
The  opening  melody  for  aye  is  closed. 

How  vain  to  question  Nature !   She  delays 
Not  for  our  prayers  her  own  majestic  pace ; 

Though  we,  like  children,  cling  to  her,  and  gaze 
Into  her  calm  and  unrevealing  face. 

We  see  not  and  we  know  not  her  design, 

And  round  our  way  roll  darkest  clouds  of 
night : 

Yet  Faith  and  Hope,  those  twins  of  noble  line, 
Throw  on  our  path  faint  rays  of  golden  light. 
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TO  A.  M.  S.,  ABOUT  TO  REVISIT 
ENGLAND. 

1884. 

Back  to  the  land  of  freedom,  strength,  and  love : 
Back  to  the  dear  old  northern  sea-girt  shore : 

Yet  let  not  England's  treasured  memories  move 
Thy  heart  to  say :  I  will  return  no  more. 

Her  hills  and  vales  shall  speak  to  thee  in  song ; 

And  stately  towers  and  homes  shall  greet  thy 

sight. 
Wilt  thou  not  deem  that  peerless  soil  a  strong 

And  happy  home  of  triumph  and  delight? 

Will  not  thy  heart  beat  high  when  trooping,  all 

Dear  memories  come  of  old  chivalric  days, 
When  gleamed  bright  knightly  arms  in  every 

hall, 

Flashed  ladies'  eyes,  and  sounded  minstrel's 
lays? 

The  spirit  that  for  freedom  fought  before, 
Now  in  the  deadly  strife  of  good  and  ill 

Wages  stern  battle ;  earnest  as  of  yore, 
Strenuous  and  strong,  England  is  England 
still. 
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And  she  shall  yet  cast  out  the  noxious  brood 

Of  wrong  that  strive  to  drag  her  beauty  down ; 
She  whose  high  heart  hath  weathered  storms  so 

rude, 

She  yet  shall  cleanse  her  robe  and  wear  her 
crown. 

But  thee,  dear  friend,  shall  childhood's  scenes 
rejoice, 

And  the  old  home  familiar  to  thine  eye; 
And  loving  hearts  and  glances,  and  the  voice 

Of  ministrelsy  in  garden,  grove,  and  sky. 

Yet  take  not  all  thy  heart  upon  the  sea ; 

When   all   is   said,    New   Zealand   holds   thy 

home: 
Thy  England  here  with  love  shall  wait  for  thee, 

When  the  old  isle  grows  dim  across  the  foam. 


In  Memoriam. 

A.  M.  S. 
Obiit  23rd  August.  1886. 

Belov  'd  and  lost !    How  could  we  dream  that  thus 
Abruptly,  silently,  thy  steps  would  glide 

Past  the  sense-baffling  veil,  and  leave  to  us 
The  desolation  of  its  darker  side? 

Ah!  must  this  still  be  love's  and  friendship's 
end, 

To  see  the  ebbing  life,  the  fading  eye? 
One  way,  alas!  dear  lady,  gentle  friend, 

To  wring  our  hearts  thou  had  'st ;  it  was  to  die ! 

Henceforth  thy  name  shall  many  a  heart-ache 

give; 
The  thought  of  thee  dim  many  an  eye  with 

tears; 

In  many  breasts  thy  mem'ry  sadly  live 
To  chasten  joy  through  slow  revolving  years. 

Oh!  weak  and  blind!     Our  dull  hearts  cannot 

guess 

What  richer,  fuller,  nobler  life  is  thine : 
Faith  justified  and  doubt 's  benumbing  stress 
Relieved,  and  love  made  strong  with  strength 
divine. 
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And  therefore  weep  we.    To  the  pulsing  tides 
Of  thy  strong  life  weak  tears  shall  help  our 

heart: 
Dear  friend,   they  bring  us  near  thee:   mirth 

divides 
The  shallow  lives  that  bear  to  meet  and  part. 

But   faith   to   loyal   hearts   is   true.     Heaven's 

light 
Through  tears  reveals  the  Cross.    Our  storms 

and  strife 

Sink  into  calm;  and  our  unclouded  sight 
Discerns  the  Resurrection  and  the  Life. 
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In  Memoriam. 

CALEB  WHITEFOOED. 
Ob.  18th  February,  1891. 

Here,  stranger,  should  this  tomb  attract  thine 

eyes, 

All  earth  yet  holds  of  Caleb  Whitefoord  lies; 
And  thou  perhaps,  thou  hast  a  friend  like  him, 
Whose  faith  no  fog  can  quench,  no  falsehood 

dim; 

Whose  cheerful  voice  and  hearty  tones  impart 
New  life  and  hope  to  thy  despondent  heart. 
Whose  genial  hand-clasp  is  thy  guarantee 
Of  manly  strength  and  tender  sympathy; 
Whose  kindly  counsel,  practical  and  wise, 
Is  ever  at  thy  call  if  need  arise. 
Oh !  then,  beware,  lest  Death,  the  foe  unseen, 
Lurk  ever  near,  prepared  to  come  between 
And  desolate  thy  soul  with  sad  surprise, 
For  all  this  Whitefoord  was.    Ah !  but  our  eyes 
Are  dim,  if  yet  no  grief  hath  made  us  feel 
Which  is  the  seeming  life,  and  which  the  real ; 
No  cross  embraced  hath  taught  our  souls  to  see 
That  Death  is  but  life's  gate,  and  Love  the  key. 
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SISTE  VIATOR. 

(Written  in  the  visitors'  book  at  the  Bealey  Hotel,  17th  March,  1886.) 

If  your  hard  luck,  or  fate  perverse 
Drive  you  bare  eastern  plains  to  see; 

Tarry  a  night,  and  here  rehearse 
Farewell  to  sylvan  scenery. 

Believe  me;  you  may  well  do  worse 
Than  rest  in  this  fair  hostelry. 

But  if  kind  fortune  leave  you  free, 
And  you  would  do  the  thing  that's  best, 

Go  with  the  sun ;  old  stager  he 
Who  always  travels  to  the  west. 

And  so  right  joyful  shall  you  be 
In  this  fair  hostelry  to  rest. 


AN  ENIGMA. 

A  splendid  poem,  with  its  eyes  put  out, 
Contains    three-fourths    of    me: — Now,    if    you 

doubt 

That  this  may  really  be,  I  make  reply, 
That  the  remaining  fourth  shall  answer  why. 
Whereat  my  whole,  with  skill  that  never  errs, 
Casts  o'er  three-fourths  her  net,  and  makes  him 

hers. 
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TEKNTS  v.  CROQUET. 

A  PASTORAL. 

(For  a  Gift  Auction  for  the  Church  at  Hokitika.) 
April  1881. 

RAQUETTA. 
Come,  girls,  the  crease  is  chalked,  and  stretched 

the  net: 

The  lawn  invites  you ;  will  you  linger  yet  ? 
There  many  an  active  youth  is  waiting,  fit 
For  quest  of  balls  by  you  too  wildly  hit. 

ROQUETTA. 

Balls  ever  lost  in  bushes  vex  my  soul ; 
Give  me  the  clanking  stroke  and  stealthy  roll 
Of  ligneous  spheres  that  o'er  the  green  sward 

run, 
Uninterrupted,  till  their  course  is  done. 

RAQUETTA. 

Ignoble  girl !  to  spurn  the  lofty  fame 
Of  tennis,  for  that  dull  exploded  game; 
The  creeping  ball,  the  too  deliberate  hit, 
It  must  be  want  of  wind,  or  want  of  wit. 

ROQUETTA. 

Proud  damsel !    These  two  gifts  inversely  range ; 
Or  if  they  blend,  the  union 's  rare  and  strange. 
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An  athlete 's  lungs  and  muscles  you  may  gain ; 
We  the  fine  policy  that  tasks  the  brain. 

HOSPITA    (a   Collector). 
Hold,  ladies,  hold !  until  we  form  a  ring, 
And  name  an  umpire ;  then  you  each  shall  sing ; 
That  we  may  judge  by  your  alternate  verse, 
Which  is  the  better  game,  and  which  the  worse. 
But  first,  to  weight  your  words  on  either  side, 
Some  pledge   from  out  your  stores  you  must 

provide 

The  winner  wins  her  own :  the  loser's  stake 
A  gift  for  our  gift-sale  we  well  may  take. 

RAQUETTA. 

This  racket  see,  with  silver  binding  wrought, 
Which  dear  Alexis  late  from  Melbourne  brought. 
This,  if  I  fail  in  my  expected  proof, 
Must  go,  alas!  to  shingle  All  Saint's  roof. 

ROQUETTA. 

My  own  gold-mounted  mallet,  best  ash  tree, 
Which  Corydon  from  England  brought  for  me : 
Prized  as  it  is,  the  auctioneer  shall  sell, 
If  I  defend  my  theme  too  weakly  well. 

RAQUETTA. 

Seductive  lawn !  whence  sickly  vapours  rise, 
And  fly  dispelled,  while  health-bestowing  skies 
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And    freshest    air   inhaled,    and    game's    quick 

pace, 
Impart  to  every  movement  strength  and  grace. 

ROQUETTA. 
Sweet  sun-kissed  sward!   where   many   a   time 

through  all 

The  well-ranged  hoops  I  pass  the  devious  ball. 
Free  from  fierce  heats  and  panting  lungs  the 

game; 
Nor  sly  catarrh  invades  the  wearied  frame. 

RAQUETTA. 
Thy    votaries,    tennis,    know    what    they    have 

gained ; 

Neglected  powers  harmoniously  trained; 
Unfailing    breath,    keen    eye,    sure    foot,    swift 

hand, 
A  mind  alert,  a  temper  at  command. 

ROQUETTA.  . 

Billiards  and  cricket  blend  upon  our  ground; 
The  life  and  skill  without  the  toil,  are  found. 
No  better  school  quick  tempers  can  desire, 
Repelled  too  oft  by  the  perplexing  wire. 

RAQUETTA. 

Give  me  the  racket  and  the  flying  ball, 
The  swift  side-spring  to  strike  it  e'er  it  fall; 
Its  quick  return,  and  doubly  quick  rebound, 
Full   seven   times    struck    before    it   reach    the 
ground. 
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ROQUETTA. 

Give  me  the  straight  shot  at  the  distant  wire, 
Where,    grouped    for    mischief,    lurking    foes 

conspire, 

The  victim  placed,  the  scornful  foot  displayed,* 
And  death  more  keen  by  biting  insults  made. 

RAQUETTA. 

The  falcon 's  flight  well  suits  my  active  soul : 
Be  that  my  crest ;  choose  you  the  creeping  mole. 
Play  on,  with  pulse  unquickened,  yet  alert 
To  your  slow  game's  one  charm,  the  chance  to 
flirt. 

ROQUETTA. 

Tennis,  we  own,  is  free  from  such  rebukes: 
Fifty  can  soon  be  scored  by  faults  or  flukes. 
Then  the  spent  nymph,  panting,  but  all  unhurt, 
Sips  fragrant  tea ;  too  breathless  far  to  flirt. 

HOSPITA. 

Cease,  cease  the  war:  too  bitter  is  your  strife: 
Let  either  game  live  out  its  destined  life. 
We  now  pronounce,  the  dubious  battle  drawn, 
And  players  may  disperse  to  either  lawn. 
But  round  these  shafts  ornate  no  more  shall 

join 

Firm  dainty  fingers,  until  liberal  coin 
At  hammer-fall  be  paid.  Now  order  give, 
That  this  day's  contest  in  fair  print  shall  live. 

*  The  tight  croquet,  old  style. 
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AD  JOHANNEM  EDOUAKDUM 
DENOTSTON. 

Quern  in  ordinem  judicialem  supremum  admiseuin  quidam 
calumniati  aunt. 

1888. 

Quid  tibi,  si  laudes  erodat    dente  maligna 
Turpe  pecus?  semper  talia  vulgus  aget. 

Texere  sed  dulces  flores  tibi  nonne  juvabit 
Insigni  f  ronti  nunc  Themidem  atque  deos  ? 

Primus  qui  indigenas  illic  perduxit  honores 
Qua  f  ovet  eximios  alta  domus  Themidis. 


TO  JOHN  EDWARD  DENNI8TON, 

Whom  some  persons  spitefully  attacked  on  bis  appointment 
as  a  judge  of  the  Supreme  Court. 

Let  all  the  scurrilous  ignoble  crew 
Rail  on  my  friend ;  what  matters  it  to  you  T 
Thy  brow,  at  Themis'  bidding,  fragrant  flowers 
Shall  wreathe,  who  first  in  this  fair  land  of  ours 
Hast  borne  her  native  honours  to  that  sphere 
Where  dwell  the  illustrious  few  to  Themis  dear. 
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Orb  of  beauty!    World  of  splendour! 
Chaste  and  delicate  and  tender: 
Wonderful,  thou  little  sphere, 
Are  the  glories  that  appear 

In  thy  tiny  cosmic  realm : 
Peerless,  perfect,  free  from  flaw. 
Oh !  from  what  fount  of  colour  dost  thou  draw 

Such  loveliness,  to  overwhelm 
The  eye  with  rapture,  and  the  soul  with  awe  ? 
Soft  in  moonlight  mist  descending, 
Starry   influence   expending, 
Magic  wealth  for  thy  adorning, 
Pale  thou  comest,  never  scorning 
Grassy  leaflet  for  thy  bed, 
Conscious  of  thy  fate  to  wed 
Some  rich  sunbeam,  when  the  dawn 
Steals  across  the  spangled  lawn, 
And  the  great  sun  uprising  in  his  pride, 
Shall  make  thee,  for  one  morning  hour,  his  bride. 
Then  what  mighty  wonders  enter, 
Making  thee  a  living  centre 
Of  the  forces  of  the  sun, 
Clustering  all  his  rays  in  one, 
So  that  when  I  gaze  on  thee, 
His  universe  of  light  I  see. 
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Light,  the  first  creative  word 

Primal  night  and  chaos  heard, 

Cometh  from  celestial  places, 

Through  the  planetary  spaces; 

In  thy  pearly  mansion  dwelleth, 

Through  thy  central  heart  upwelleth, 

Ever  from  his  source  supernal, 

Inexhaustible,  eternal. 

So  that  white  fount  of  everlasting  day 

Within  thy  bosom  breaks  in  splendid  spray. 

Dainty  drop!  can  poet's  pen  describe  thee? 
Jewelled  joy!  can  artist's  worship  bribe  thee 
To  impart  thy  chemic  lore, 
To  unlock  thy  golden  store, 
Show  the  secret  of  thy  flashing; 
Of  thy  thousand  stars  that,  clashing, 
Break  into  a  thousand  more? 
How  the  fiery  points  vibrate, 
Kindle,  glow,  and  coruscate ; 
Through  the  spheral  chamber  dance, 
In  its  mirrors  gleam  and  glance; 
How  the  baffled  eye  confuse 
With  unimaginable  hues, 
Which,  with  iridescent  glow, 
Flaming  halos  round  them  throw ! 
Magic  splendours  these,  that  shine 
Indescribable,  divine: 
Such  secret  charm  and  witchery  are  thine, 
That  priceless  orient  gems,  and  gorgeous  birds 
May  sooner  yield  their  wealth  to  feeble  words. 
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Now,  while  mine  eyes  upon  thee  gaze, 
And  drink  thee  in  with  silent  praise, 
To  shift  my  point  of  view  I  fear, 
Lest  thou  should 'st  straightway  disappear; 
And,  though  I  might  my  place  resume, 
Thou  yet  should 'st  fail  to  re-illume 
The  dimness,  and  display  once  more 
The  charms  that  gladdened  me  before. 
"What  then  ?    If  I  have  seen  such  charms  in  thee, 
Sweet  pearl,  that  seeing  cannot  cancelled  be : 
Nor  yet  shall  earth  her  dewdrops  lose, 
Nor  suns  to  kindle  them  refuse. 
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Oh!   Human   Conscience;   wherefore   dost  thou 

grow 

With  pace  so  imperceptible  and  slow? 
Hast  thou  not  seen ;  hast  thou  not  heard 
Things  horrible,  that  should  have  stirred 

To  keenest  glow 

That  faint  and  dormant  spark  of  thine, 
God-given,  that  its  fire  divine 
To  flame  might  burst 
Before  the  tide  of  human  woe 

Should  reach  the  worst, 
Or  all  earth's  poison-flowers  should  blow, 
A  crop  accurst? 

Thou,  Conscience  of  Humanity ;  to  thee 
Are  given  the  potent  pass-word,  and  the  key 
Wherewith  thou  shalt  unlock  the  golden  gater 
Behind  which  spiritual  forces  wait 
To  enter,  and  make  earth  regenerate. 
Thou  art  awake ;  thou  sleepest  not ; 

But  yet  thy  flame  too  feebly  glows : 
When  shall  its  breath,  divinely  hot, 

Scorch  and  consume  thy  deadly  foes  ? 
The  fatal  grasp  of  lust  and  greed, 
Wherein  the  sons  of  men  are  held : 
When  from  the  yoke  shall  they  be  freed, 
And  those  foul  adversaries  quelled? 
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Arise,  oh!  Conscience;  voice  divine 

And  say  to  men: — Ye  shall  be  free; 
Nor  longer  live  like  apes  or  swine, 

But  hear  my  voice  and  follow  me. 
No  longer  seek,  with  crazy  pride, 

For  gold  along  the  downward  road, 
"Where  they  most  hopelessly  shall  slide 

Who  bear  of  it  the  largest  load. 
No  more  shall  wilful  woman  waste 

And  squander  every  regal  gift: 
On  her  new  throne,  securely  based, 

Her  gracious  sway  shall  rule  and  lift, 
Yet  not  for  that  shall  earth  adorn 

Herself,  at  once,  with  robe  of  white, 
Her  coming  day  is  slowly  born; 

And  slowly  fades  reluctant  night. 
Yet  the  faint  flame  of  conscience  spreads 

From  heart  to  heart  throughout  the  land ; 
And  calmer  science  surely  sheds 

A  clearer  light  on  every  hand. 
Then,  as  self  dies  within  us,  we 

Grow  conscious  of  a  peace  that  fills 
The  heart,  and  clears  our  eyes  to  see 

The  glory  of  the  distant  hills. 
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(A  response  to  Wordsworth.) 

Yes,  poet ;  happy  that  thy  ' '  days  could  be 
Bound  each  to  each  by  natural  piety. ' ' 
Yes !  if  the  living  golden  chain, 

Whereon  the  daily  pearls  are  strung, 

About  the  pilgrim's  neck  be  flung 
But  little  marred  by  rust  or  stain, 
Adorning  so  a  pilgrimage 
Of  cheerful  steps  from  birth  to  age, 
Yes !  if  the  stream  run  clear  and  free 
From  sweet  fount  unto  solemn  sea. 
Yes !  if  around  the  cradled  head 
Nature  benignant  influence  shed; 
And  teach  the  budding  ears  and  eyes 
Her  ways  and  works  to  know  and  prize, 
Placing  her  plenitude  before 
The  pedantry  of  bookish  lore. 
Yes !  if  the  spirit  of  the  boy 

Respond  to  intuitions  high, 
And  take  the  upward  path  with  joy ; 
And,  guided  by  the  love  of  friends, 
Pursue  all  profitable  ends 

With  simple  heart  and  single  eye. 

But  if  the  cradle-cultured  love, 
And  natural  piety,  should  prove 
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An  ineffectual  resource 
Against  the  unregenerate  force 
Of  boyhood's  heart; 
If  Nature  gave  divided  life, 
Wherein  two  powers  in  constant  strife 

Claim  each  a  part; 

And,  though  the  upward  pull  continue  longer, 
The  downward  dragging  prove  meanwhile  the 

stronger : 

If  the  dim  intuition,  pointing  higher, 
Keep  not  his  feet  from  slipping  in  the  mire : 
If  he  too  sensitive,  and  shy,  and  weak, 
With  step  resolved  his  chosen  course  to  keep, 
But  little  understood,  and  little  guided, 
And  in  the  school  all  finer  thoughts  derided, 
Yielding,  gives  up  the  strife,  and  deems  it  best 
To  lock  the  finer  thoughts  within  his  breast, 
And  be  as  mean  and  callous  as  the  rest : 
Such  worthless  days,  such  moral  night, 
To  memory  may  not  bring  delight ; 
Nor  elements  so  inharmonious  be 
Joined  by  cement  of  natural  piety. 
For  me,  that  barren  waste  of  childhood 's  land, 
By  little  trace  of  rainbow  arch  is  spanned : 
Memory  for  me  can  sing  no  siren  strain, 
To  lure  me  to  that  wilderness  again. 
Yes!   happy  thou  who  boyhood's  years   can 

praise ; 
But  it  is  otherwise  with  me :  I  love  no  yesterdays. 
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AD  MANES  DOMESTICOS. 

Ye  who   have   passed  on   before   to   the  silent 

intangible  sphere, 
Which  they  of  purged  eyesight  assure  us  is  ever 

about  us  and  near: 
Parents,  and  brothers,  and  sisters ;  of  you  I  more 

frequently  dream, 
As  I  wend  down  the  green  slope  that  leads  so 

secure  to  the  brink  of  the  stream. 
Mother;  who  vanquished  serenely  thy  sufferings 

weary  and  long, 
Calm  in  thy  love  and  thy  wisdom,  in  patience 

uneonquered  and  strong; 
Hast    thou    noted    my    footsteps    so    wayward 

through  life's  all  too  futile  career, 
Perhaps  now  and  then  with  a  smile;  or  more 

often,  alas !  with  a  tear  ? 
Ah !  to  what  height  hast  thou  risen,  impelled  by 

the  spirit 's  desire, 
Borne  on  in  thy  chariot  celestial,  up-rushing  with 

axle  of  fire? 
Yet  I  see  thine  eyes  turn  from  the  vision,  with 

sweet  disregard  of  the  loss. 
Looking  back  to  the  Stygian  stream  when  I  come 

to  be  ferried  across. 
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Sister ;  who  led  me  to  letters,  and  first  set  my  feet 

on  the  path 
That  through  all  our  cares  and  vexations  a  solace 

so  bountiful  hath. 
Oh !  if  thou  could  'st  be  at  the  river,  extending  a 

sisterly  hand, 
With  sisterly  eyes  of  affection,  to  greet  me  and 

guide  when  I  land! 
And  thou  too,  my  childhood's  companion,  whose 

tear  is  yet  warm  on  my  face, 
As  thine  arms  clasped  my  neck  in  that  parting 

and  ever  remembered  embrace; 
Thee,  at  least,  I  shall  see  at  the  river;  shall  see 

thee  elastic  and  strong, 
Set    free    from    the    wearisome  weakness  that 

chained  thy  bright  spirit  so  long. 
Ah !  surely  truth  ever  transcendeth,  though  thus 

it  be  pleasant  to  dream, 
The  fancies  our  dull  brains  engender  on  this  side 

the  magical  stream. 
When  the  deep  sea  of  life  in  its  fulness,  the 

shoreless  and  measureless  ocean, 
Fills  our  ears,  and  rolls  in  on  our  souls  with  its 

rythmical  murmur  and  motion, 
We  know  there  is  no  separation ;  our  dreams  and 

delusions  are  done: 
In  the  light  of  the  life  that  is  real  the  lives  of  our 

seemings  are  one. 
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GOLDEN  WEDDING. 

13th  January,  1908. 

Let  others  say  that  happiness 

Must  grow,  like  painted  pleasure,  less, 

As  youth  is  lost: 
Or  that  her  kisses  cease  to  bless, 
When  once  the  soul  has  felt  the  stress 

Of  age's  frost. 

Tis  true,  the  fruit  in  garnered  heap, 
Frost-nipped,  may  perish  while  we  sleep, 

Unless  it  prove 
Of  stock  and  quality  divine, 
And  tinctured  with  the  Olympian  wine, 

Immortal  Love. 

Then,  dear,  if  we  have  aimed  through  life, 
With  true,  though  weak  and  fitful  strife, 

So  to  transmute 

Our  germ  of  mutual  love  to  higher, 
That  so,  some  breath  of  heavenly  fire 

Might  touch  the  fruit, 
And  ripen  it  to  larger  love 
Of  souls  around,  beneath,  above, 

To  one-ness  brought; 
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Of  severance,  though  false  life  divides, 
All  unifying  death  derides 

The  shallow  thought. 
Ah!  dearest;  the  short  way  that  lies 
Before  us  yet,  has  nearer  skies, 

And  calmer  clime; 

And  round  us  flows  the  Life  Supreme, 
Unstirred  by  strife,  unvexed  by  dream, 

Unchanged  by  Time. 
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ACROSTICS. 

EMILY. 

Evening  walketh,  slumber-footed,  by  the  banks  of 

silent  streams: 
Morning  riseth,   ruby-crested,   giving  gold   for 

silver  dreams: 
I,  the  peace  and  joy  of  each,  discern  where'er 

your  presence  beams. 
Like  calm  burden-bearing  waters,  clear  and  sweet 

your  pathway  gleams : 
Yours  the  heart,  the  hand  that  helpeth:  so,  dear 

friend,  your  true  friend  deems. 


FLORENCE. 
(On  her  marriage.) 

Faring,  now  on  newer  ways, 
Leaving  girlhood's  lightsome  days: 
Oh!  may  Love  unsparing  throw, 
Round  your  footsteps  as  you  go, 
Every  bud  of  promise  sure; 
None  not  destined  to  endure. 
Clouds  may  dim  the  noontide  splendour; 
Evening  tints  them  sweet  and  tender. 
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WINIFRID. 
(On  her  marriage.) 

Wearied  were  your  feet  with  climbing  dreary 

paths  and  rough  ascent? 
In    your    heart    no    joy-bells    chiming    themes 

melodious  as  you  went? 
No  sweet  flowers  around  you  blowing,  no  fresh 

breezes  on  your  brow? 
In  your  soul  each  fancy  glowing  nipped  by  shears 

of  Here  and  Now? 
Fearless  heart  and  purpose  pure  bore  you  over 

height  and  hollow: 
Real  guidance  comes,  and  sure,  if  the  inner  light 

we  follow 
In  calm  thought  the  toil  and  chafe,  and  the  dull 

path  trod  alone 
Dear  to  memory  are,  and  safe,  yielding  strength 

for  paths  unknown. 


ELEANOR. 
(On  her  birthday,  6th  November,  1904.) 

Enter  serenely  on  another  year; 

Lovingly  Laden  with  our  warmest  hopes ; 

Ever  with  Eye  on  the  celestial  slopes ; 

All  life's  high  Aspects  still  forbidding  fear, 

Nor  letting  phantoms  of  Night-clouds  appear. 

Opinion  fails,  but  wisdom,  slow  Of  speech, 

Revealeth  how  the  heavenly  heights  to  Reach. 

162 


Y.M.C.A. 

Youth,  Manhood,  Culture,  Art, 
Man 's  life,  and  all  his  powers, 
Christ  claims:  be  his  our  heart, 
And  his  life  shall  be  ours. 


CHRIST. 

Child  of  the  virgin  soul  whose  inward  eye 
Hath  drawn  down  quickening  influence  from  on 

high, 

Rejoicing  in  that  glad  maternity: 
Imagined  to  one  sacred  form  confined; 
Soul  of  all  souls,  in  every  heart  enshrined ; 
Thou  shalt  regenerate  all  human  kind ! 
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JOHNSON'S  ODE. 

"  Urbane  nullis  fesse  laboribus." 

(From  the  Gentlemans'  Magazine,  Vol.  VI,  1871.) 

Oh!  Urban,  unsubdued  alike, 
Though  labours  press,  and  slanders  strike, 
The  wreath  upon  thy  learned  brow 
Shall  ever  flourish,  green  as  now. 

Unmindful  what  the  common  crew 
Of  imitators  threat  or  do, 
Happy  in  mind  and  studies,  choose 
The  path  devoted  to  the  Muse. 

The  dull  darts  of  the  spiteful  tongue, 
Break,  in  calm  silence  proudly  strong. 
Thy  strenuous  zeal  shall  quell  thy  foes, 
And  force  its  way  though  .crowds  oppose. 

Put  forth  thy  strength,  and,  smiling,  foil 
Each  jealous  rival's  idle  toil. 
Put  forth  thy  strength,  and  thou  shalt  claim 
The  Muses,  partners  in  thy  aim. 
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No  page  is  dearer  to  the  Muse 
Than  that  whose  genius  can  infuse 
Grave  themes  with  light,  and  trifles  find 
Of  power  to  ease  the  jaded  mind. 

When  for  the  Nymphs  Lycoris  weaves 
Fair  chaplets,  thus  the  violet  leaves 
Relieve  the  redness  of  the  rose; 
With  various  tints  thus  Iris  glows. 
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GIKOLAMO  AMALTEO. 

(De  Acone  et  Leonilla.) 

Aeon  appears  of  his  right  eye  bereft, 
And  Leonilla  too  has  lost  her  left. 

Yet  each  in  form  excels  the  gods  divine. 
Now,  gentle  youth,  give  her  thine  eye  sinister, 
And  so  complete  the  beauty  of  thy  sister : 

Then,  as  blind  Love  and  Venus,  ye  shall  shine. 


CASTIGLIONE. 

(from  his  wife  Hippolyta.) 

Thy  face  alone,  pourtrayed  by  Raphael's  hand, 
Brings  to  my  cares  an  ever  ready  aid. 

Before  it  I  with  sweet  pretences  stand, 
And  smile  and  chat  as  if  it  answer  made. 

And  oft  it  seems  to  nod  assent,  and  seek 

Some  utterance,  and  thine  own  words  to  speak. 
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